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/ COPIED FROM AN OLD MANUSCRIPT, 


BY 
ANN YEARSLEY. 


| | | VoLume III. 


Dear ſpirit of refinement! 
From where thou haſt choſen thy pure celeſtial 
dwelling, deſcend ! 
From thee, bright form of innocence, 
Fly the brutal ſhadows that darken the hoſom of man. 
Thine are the grand, the energetic, the inviſible; 
Thou art the ſoul of ac world | | 
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THREE days fince, enfeebled na- 
ture compelled me to reſign my pen: 
the conflicts of my heart had in- 
creaſed till a burning fever confined 
me to my pillow, and there my ima» 
gination became deranged. To the 
care of the Cordelier my ſoul was 
commended, and this patient miniſter 
bore with my ravings till reaſon re- 
turned. —[ had railed at the King 
and the Government ; accuſed wo- 
man, and curſed Dormoud: but 
my agitation neither diſturbed the 
Vor III. B Con- 
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Confeſſor, nor availed with my un- 


happy lot. —He pitied me, prayed 
with me, and conſoled me, agreeably 


to the dutics of his office; — in vain ! 
I was not capable of devotion, and 
if I had been pioufly inclined, the 
Cordelier was the laſt man in the 
world who could have taught me to 
lift my eyes in gratitude to heaven. 


Dormoud ſuddenly departed —1 
hoped he had not viſited Emily; as the 
ſummons from the Marquis of Lou- 


vois was brought by a meſſenger who 
waited till the Governor could accom- 


pany him back. I enquired the cauſe 
of this abrupt meſſage ; which ap- 


peared to be rather an arreſt by lettre 


de cachet, than a friendly invitation; 
but the Cordelier was reſerved, and 


only informed me, that an inſurrec- 
tion was dreaded in the iſland, on 


account 


. 


Y 5 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES» 3 


account of the ſeverities exacted by 
Le Tellier, and the ambiguous man- 
ner in which ſome of; the principal 
othcers were conveyed away—no one 
knew whither, 


The Calviniſts, (added the Cor- 
delier,) * are reſtleſs :—They have 
© ever the maſlacre of St. Bartholo- 
© mew in remembrance ; and it is 
ſuppoſed that the Duke of B**** 
has emiſſaries in the Froude, who 
will one day raiſe a commotion in 
France.“ The name of the Duke 
of B*#*##, I thought, gave me new 
life; I ſtarted- up in the bed, and 
earneſtly requeſted information con- 
cerning him.— The cunning Prieſt, 
obſerving my emotion, dropped the 
ſubject. I reſolved, however, to be- 
gin my train at the furtheſt end; and 
gain, by degrees, on his confidence. 

B 2 Politics 


R » 6 E 


A 
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Politics had but poor reliſh in my 
confined ſtate—none could help me ; 
and though the Duke of B 
might come to the gates of this caſ- 
tle, ſtill I ſhould be remote, perhaps 
expiring, at the moment of approach- 
ing liberty. Good Heaven ! how 
_ inſignificant is man nn by 
12880 | ; 


My heart was full—T wiſhed the 
Cordelier had been communicative, 
and addreſſed him as he fat near me 
— Will you prove my friend in 
« worldly purſuits, reverend fa- 
6c ther—if I a truſt me to God.“ 


I] am the friend of human nature.“ 
(replied he calmly) I pardon faults 
© in which I would not indulge my- 
_ © ſelf : but my more pleaſing taſk is 


to ſupport. virtue. 
8 « Then 
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Then take that lady, in the fifth 
« range of apartments, to your care.” 


c I know her well.'— 


ce J have reaſon to think you love 
c her well too 


; I love her as becomes a friend 
© and a divine—this is no time to 
© talk of love. 8 


© I muſt talk - you muſt hear me. 
Death which J have ſo lately eſcap- 
& ed, could not ſhock me but on her 
e account: to leave her a defence- 
% leſs victim, within theſe walls! 
* Alone, unbefriended, unſupported, 
« and perhaps a prey to ſecret love! 
«© —O father! it offers a picture to 
% my ſoul full of diſtraction! —Her 
% Father—her fond Father | 
B 3 What 


0 


N 
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| © What of her Father?“ (faid the 
Cordelier, ſtarting with eager cu— 
rioſity) 


«© Mourns, and will ever mourn 
her loſs, —But—” J here made a 
full ſtop, and looked at the Prieſt, 
not knowing whether 1 had better 
proceed. — 

When governments are troubled, 
Party holds high the flaming brand 
of perſecution burns up the ſocial 
affection man owes to man—and 
ſheds univerſal treachery over the 
blaſted earth. e e 


Theſe tefle&tions ruſhed on my 
thought I pauſed 3 and forbore to 
mention the Count de Marſan, who 
bad already been inſulted by 5 


terial arrogance. 


Her 
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Her Father! ( reſumed the Cor- 
delier) * ſpeak to me of =eY Father, 
is he not in difgrace?— 


« No; his exalted ſpirit ſoars be- 
« yond it.“ 


What do you think of him? Can 
© you give me any information ? will 
you ſay how his daughter came to 
© this dreadful place ?—Speak ; de- 
clare the cauſe—if n. 1 will 

preſerve her.“ 


Still L was irreſolute — fearful of 
endangering my beloved guardian, 
and of involving him in my hapleſs 
deſtiny, J was filent. 


© You ſuſpect me, Sir,* (continued 
the Prieſt,) © you are right—the mind 
ha is weak which lays open the eharac- 
B 4 5 r 
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ter of an old friend, merely to in- 
« gratiate itſelf with a new one ;— 
© you ſeem reſolved to ſtand inde- 
© pendent of mankind ; and, if I love 


=o 


| you as a friend, I muſt love you 
| * without recommendation, except 
= © that of your own worth ; the time 

| will come, when you ſhall be aſ- 

© ſured of my beſt opinion.” 

| ce J muſt die here, Cordelier—I 


| 6 feel I muſt !=Why ſhould I live? 

« — Nature preſents but one con- 
tinued gloom to me,—Take care 
of that Lady.—Save her from the 
deſigns of the Governor; ſhe may 
„be happy with you, if you can 
«© procure her enlargement; with 
him ſhe will wither like a roſe on 


the boſom of the dead.” 


* 


. 


4 


0 


- 


. 


A 


0 


A 


"4 


© What dreary madneſs is this, that 


* gradually invelopes 8 reflective 
© powers ? 
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powers? - Beware! you have much 


© more evil to taſte ; and your ſoul, 


now bending down with melancholy, 
will at ſome ſudden circumſtance 


A 


ruſh to an extreme! 


No- O!] no; nothing will agi- 
ce tate me more. I am arrived at a 
cc ſtate of apathy ; my jarring paſ- 
ce ſions are for ever huſhed.” 


I tell you, young man, ſhould 
your ſpirit, from this dead calm, 
© attempt to ſtart into exertion, too 
forcible for her ſtrength, your deeds 
will become wild, ſtrange, and in- 
compatible; unequal, fierce and op- 
poſing are the elements, of which man 
© 15 compoſed; in conformity to thoſe 


A 


elements he ever moves; hence, fury 


© that ruſhes like a whirlwind through 


© the veins, when full of paſſion : 


© hence, the yacant calm when paſſion 
=—s "ml 
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has fabfided; and hence, the hor- 
© rid imagery of deſpair, that haunt 
6 him when hope 1 is fled. % 


| «© You cannot preach me into 
15 hope, good Father.” 


« No; Hope is 'cocval on Exiſ- 
tence, the ſoul holds it as her inhe- 
ritance from God you are, your- 
« ſelf, incapable of extinguiſhing 
© Hope for ever; though fled, ſhe 
muſt and will return: her lambent, 
heavenly fires can expire but in 
death.“ | 


N 


wy p 


A. 


* 


« Fell me not of f Hope: inflexibly 
«© have I ſaerificed to honor: coolly 
40 ref! gried my richeſt treaſure, and 
ol my deſpair. is * 155 


"The. Cordelier Bret his eyes on 


me; I thought they beamed with pla- 5 
cid commiſeration: well might he 


pity me! with reaſon might be be 
ſatisfied 
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ſatisfied with the advantages he had 
gained, in gaining the confidence of 
my faithleſs but enchanting Emuly ! 
I was, however, in ſome meaſure, 
comforted in recollecting that this 
man was leſs diſſipated than Dor- 
moud ; and that if I was ſecretly. 
taken from life, he was ſufficiently 
intereſted to uſe every effort towards 
her relief: I therefqro changed this 
topie.— 


« You think the Duke of B*#**# 
is leagued with the Honde My 
% good friend, have you never heard 
* how ftrongly the Abbé Doro- 
4 vontes adheres to the Duke?“ 


— 


6 


N 


© The Abbe Doroyontes poſſeſſes. 
© every moral virtue; he is wiſe 
without oſtentation; warm without 


0 « impetuoſi ity; firm without rude- 
4 * B 6 I « neſs; 3 
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c 


neſs ; and forbearing without mean- 
neſs— ſenſible of the diverſify ing 
power of Nature, of the varied 
forms ſhe takes, of her motions, 
which appears retrograde to man, 
whilſt they keep creation in play; 
he ſtands aloof from the buſy ſcene; 
obſerves the ſtruggles of his fellow 


creatures; and ſometimes mourns, but 
frequently approves machines whoſe 
ſprings muſt work for certain pur- 


poſes. The Abbe Dorovontes, if 


your life is preſerved a little longer, 


may be known to you. He is 


"worthy your regard; he knows you 
to be worthy his ſervices. ö 


I was aſtoniſhed at the frankneſs of 


the Cordelier.— 


« Js the Duke of * now wit 


my kim — 


Ne 
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He is; and both, I hope, will 
ſoon be in this iſland—buſineſs of 
the utmoſt importance; I may add, 
of the utmoſt danger, calls for them 
here.” EI 


aA K #x 


.0 


& Are you acquainted with my 
« family?“ 


I am not to fay— 
«© May I be informed of yours?“ 
© Excuſe me. 


“ Are the friends of the female 
© captive known to you ?? © 


6 I muſt be ſilent.— 


„ 8o prudent a father confeſſor 
* muſt be highly valuable in ſociety, 
6 eſpecially to the ladies. 


y The 
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The Cordelier ſmiled, and politely 
took leave. 


I had now made ſome light ad- 
vances towards the friendſhip of this 
man, whom ] poſitively admired, and 
could have loved, if Emily had not lov- 


ed him ; the image of that charming 


girl, I ſometimes thought, haunted 
me, purpoſely to torment. If I re- 
pelled her, for ſome moments, ſhe 
returned triumphantly with double 


force; and braved the reſolves 1 


would not ſuffer her to conquer. 
What a ſtate of mind! I often left 
my chamber, merely to, paſs her 
door, and always finding it ſhut, wiſh- 


ed I never had known her —How 


range, and bow tumultuous are the 
paſſions when controuled by Virtue, 
within the. region of Spirit! They 
rage like murmuring elements, and, 
Death alone can lull them for ever! 
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Diſappointed in endeavouring to 
fee Emily, my wiſhes grew impatient ; 
yet I fancied myſelf unhappy in hav- 
ing ever ſeen her what can induce 
the heart to practiſe ſtubbornneſs, 
to try to hate the object of its ſolici- 
tude? Why will it not melt with 
the flame that burns it, and inſtead 
of ſtriving to torture, fall on the bo- 
ſom it adores? and, true to Nature; 
confeſs its delicate ſufferings? What 


influence through the univerſe is 


more noble than love? What can 
more forcibly tune the powers of 
eloquence to genuine ſenfibility ? 
Happy ye who dare to exchapge 
r the mutual lentiment! 


Thus I tens veneach the 1 


ſute of a ſick imagipation; as I pen 
ſively ranged through the ſeveral 


W of the e but the ſubter: 
raneous 
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raneous cell had made a more than 


common impreſſion, and: ſeemed to 
hold a myſterious intelligence with 
my inquiſitive and joyleſs ſpirit. 
Thither I was now attracted ; the day 
was too far gone ; night had darkened 
the hemiſphere, and the great bell 
of the caſtle had rang to ſummon the 
captives to their lonely pillows—1, 
therefore, turned to go back to my 
chamber; in repaſſing the apartment 
of Emily, her door opened—a fe- 
male attendant came out, accompa- 
nied by the Deputy Governor; and 1 
made a ſudden ſtop to look at her 
once more only caught a glimpſe 
—it was enough! The enchanting 
ſhadows of guiltleſs love returned ! 


The confidence with which the 
had once bleſſed me, her frankneſs, 


her love of truth, and that ſublimity 
[2 with 
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with which her whole demeanour was 
ſtamped, when ſhe breathed her re- 
gard, filled and enraptured my me- 
mory—T forgot my priſon, forgot 
the Cordelier, forgot the note of 
aſſignation, and lived over the paſt 
: moments of innocent delight anew, 


Dormoud had aſſured me, my rea- 
ſonable requiſitions would all be ful- 
filled by his Deputy, and I deſired 
full liberty to viſit Emily, as if on 
 Dormoud's account ; my requeſt was 
granted, Where was virtue now? 
Where my grand, my proud reſolves; 
where the ſevere ſelf-denying leſſons 
with which I had been ſo long taſking 
my heart? — Gone! abjured ! loſt 
in the vortex of impetuous and irre- 
ſiſtible wiſhes. 


Beſides, 


4 
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Beſides, Emily had braved me; 
had treated me with indifference, af- 


fectation of contempt, and with every 


ſymptom of female coquetry ; had 
ſuffered me to be out-rivalled, had 
refigned me for the Cordelier, and, 
by the ſame charm of variety, might 
again exchange the Cordelier for me; 


at worſt, -I could but tempt her, as 


the miſtreſs of another—Haughty 
maid ! Human hearts are your ſport ! 


— You cannot offend Sir'—theſe 
were her words—be it ſo! I may 


perchance try your angel-like for- 
bearance, dear Emily,—Villain that 


I was ! thus to juſtify my own pre- 
meditated degradation by vicious ſo- 


phiſtry—but this was my moment of 
weakneſs, and my wearied ſoul wil- 
lingly went down into the ſnares of 
temptation planted by Jealouſy, Re- 
venge and Deſpair. Yet I thought 
myſelf 
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myſelf very important, very colleted 
and very-cunning in this momentary 
plan of Emily's further deſtruction; 
my judgment, I thought, it was im- 
poſſible for this inconſtant to blind, 
by any affeveration ſhe could make 
reſpecting the Cordelier; and I re- 
ſolved not to mention his name in the 
courſe of our converſations. | 


But what were my reſolves? I 
might have been convinced, by the 
preceding workings of my ſeveral 
paſſions, that I was acted upon merely 
by the effect of the moment; by ex- 
ternal objects, and. by that natural 
neceſſity of things around me, by 
which all men are governed, inde- 
pendent. of their virtues or defires, 
Thus did I ſtand, labouring to throw 
off all ſenſe of my own excellence; 
and thus do a certain ſet of men la- 

bour 
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bour to materialize the dignity of the 


mind by ſenſual gratifications, till 


her fine delights fly their vapid 
feaſt, —Dormoud had his ſecret wiſh- 
es; I had mine; the Cordelier, I be- 
lieved, -was not far behind us. By 
ſuch an aſſociation how was my bo- 
ſom alternately torn I renewed my 
viſit to Emily with an aſſumed cold- 
neſs, to which my heart was a ſtran- 
ger—the proud beauty more . than 
equalled me in freezing reſerve, but 


defired me to be ſeated,— 


« You muſt have experienced 
© much viciſſitude ſince 1 laſt ſaw 
& you, Emily; my aſtoniſhment at 
* meeting you here, can never be 
„ heightened by any future occur- 
« rence; it is the greateſt affliction I 
* can know, ſince the diſtreſſes in 
* which we are plunged, leave me 

% no 


r 
r 


cc your friend.” 
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© no power to prove how much I'am 


/ 


She attempted to afford me an ap- 


_ proving ſmile, but her melancholy 


countenance could not long retain a 


trait of chearfulneſs ; it was quickly 


over-ſhaded by Sorrow, when ſhe 
replied, © your friendſhip, Henry, I 
once prized as my ſupreme bleſſing; 
that time can never return; I 
ſhould now think it the contrary, it 
would prove dangerous to your- 
ſelf and me. “ Perhaps ſo; but 


* A X _A& 


A 


ce trifling dangers have no terrors for 


© me; the' purpoſe of this viſit is 
© not to liſten to the admonitions 
« your prudence, or your fears, may 
« ſuggeſt: a man, in my ſituation, 


can find little conſolation from ei- 


66. | ther. | 6 9 l a 


* 


My fears can be of no importance; 
but 
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c 


6 


but I thought Prudence was in every 


ſtate valuable. 


cc When was it adhered to in ex- 


ce tremes of love or hate >” —Her an- 
ſwer was a ſigh. | 


«© Can you give me any account 


« of my unfortunate parents.” 


A 


Ham ſorry to inform you, their 


fate is hidden from me. The Ab- 
beſs, with whom I was bred up, 
had no fingle virtue ſtrong enough 


to combat her avarice; her firmeſt 


pretenſions to rectitude, melted be- 
neath the predominance of gold; 


and ſhe was corrupted by the riches 


of Roderique; this his brother, 
Antonio, knew not; conſequently 


we were lulled into ſecurity, - and 


all betrayed—you were borne from 


the convent, none of us knew whi- 
ther. I have ſeen neither your 


5 __ © worthy 


_— 
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worthy parents, nor my beloved 
Father ſince that fatal night—and 
was detained, or rather buried in 
that building, - near the convent, 
for more than four years after you 
left it. There Roderique was ad- 
mitted—his viſits were apparently 
reſpectful; his addreſs approved by 
the vitiated Abbeſs; and, hoping 
daily to hear ſome news of my Fa- 
ther, I diſguiſed my ſentiments to 
receive him with forced politeneſs 
— his attentions ſoon became more 
frequent, his converſation more fa- 
miliar; and his manner, through 
every ſucceſſive viſit, leſs becoming 
my fituation and character. What 
ſunk me lower in my own eſtima- 
tion was, the neglect with which 
the Lady Abbeſs affected to treat 
my morals. She no longer taught 
me leſſons of female delicacy; no 

longer 
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E EE... 


longer pleaded as a reward for ſelt- 
denial in this world, the joys of 


another; her fanaticiſm died, her 


viſions wanted faith, and the want 
of faith conſequently-threw her on 
the Religion of Nature—this ſhe 
ſtrongly enforced. Nature, in her 
idea, formed no indifloluble ties, 


adhered to no laws, obeyed no 
obligation nor ever conſented to 


human duty.” 


« She was right, Emily,” ny] I 


rather abruptly )— 


F 


Ly 


© No Sir, the was wrong: had ſhe 


argued with me on the great ſcale 


of exiſtence, I might have felt the 


force of her plea; but her partial 


and narrow argument was for a 
man, when Nature did not take his 


part.“ 
. To 
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To be thus foiled by a girl, made 
me angry with myſelf —I began al- 
ready to loſe ſome of my ſclt-impor- 
tance. 


The Cordelier can better teach 
ce the Religion of Nature; you may 
6 learn more from him, Emily,”— 


© I hope I ſhall, he certainly has 
ga more agreeable method than'— 


«© Than whom, madam 
Than my Lady Abbeſs, Sir 


* Yes, yes, —he certainly has a 
*© more agreeable method. Well 
you are bleſt in ſuch a comforter. 
May I hope for as—but you were 
1 poking « of Roderique,” — 


a 


ov 


vor. Ul. 8 Emily 
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Emily looked at me with attention 
and ſurpriſe.— 


Fear nothing from me, Emily, 
<c —you never met with a friend 
* more diſcreet, more faithful, more 
« filent”—1 would not whiſper the 


Cordelier's name, 


This meeting, ſurely, is not 
© like the former, I begin to think I 
never knew you; at leaſt, Sir, I do 
not underſtand you now g—it is no 
< matter what you are. 


% Roderique ! — where is Rode- 


&. rique? does he live?” ſaid I, with 


a  revengeful perturbatian which I 


could not conceal 


I think he does; and the greateft 


© conſolation 1 can hope for, in this 


con- 
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v confinement, except what the Cor- 
* delier affords—" 
e The Cordelier!—Did I not re- 
cc queſt you, Emily, not to mention 
& his name?“ 


© 1 did not hear ſuch a requeſt— 
but you need not be under apprehen- 
© fion. I thall never ſay too much 
of him I am under an obligation 
to be ſecret, and I fancy he is as 
capable of ſecreſy as of enjoining it, 
when ſo neceſſary. Les; ſecreſy 
is become neceſſary to his happineſs 
and mine.” 


Aa W K „ #=& 


a 


«* Wonderful audacity! — Rode- 
ce rique, you ſuppoſe, ſtill to be liv- 
* ing ?—Did he delude you from 
the convent? He could not poſ- 

8 6 ſibly 


<IF 


„ 
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& ſibly be the cauſe of your impri- 
© ſonment,—” 


© I fancy you would be right in 
condemning him; but as I was go- 
ing to ſay before, the greateſt plea- 
ſure I can experience here, is in the 
aſſurance, that. Roderique is unac- 
quainted with my fate. When 
obliged to receive him in the con- 
vent, he grew wild and daring ; 
and, I believe, by oppoſing, taught 


me courage. My hope of ever be- 
ing releaſed gradually died away; 


but Contempt and Indignation came 
to ſupply its place. He offered 
me all the happineſs himſelf was 
capable of taſting, in ſplendid ſet- 
tlements, and ſcenes of luxury ; 
above all, he threatened my vener- 


able father, if I perſiſted in refuſing 
_* him. 
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him. Oh my Father my unof- 
fending Father, look down Angels 
of mercy ! protect him, who will 
not meanly purchaſe life !' 


This ſudden ſtart of piety, whilſt 


her animated eyes were raiſed to Hea- 


ven, coſt me a tear. The Count de 
Marſan was worthy my ſympathy, 
and his daughter's prayer. 


« 


"I 


£ 


My inflexibility* (continued Emi- 
Ty) ©increafed my ſufferings; which 


were rendered ſo acute, that the dread 
of their being known to the world, 
began to work powerfully on the 
imagination of the Abbeſs, and 


added weight to the chain of con- 


finement. Every little delicacy was 
cut off from my table; only a ſmall 
loaf with water allowed ; and even 
the relief of breathing my ſorrows, 

22 denied. 
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4 
o 
6 


© ſo ardent a paſſion, could behold 


denied, The lay-fiſters, who at- 
tended, were forbad to converſe, 
and I was ſome gays ſhut up in a 
room beneath the lower floor of 
that adjoining building, in which 


you and your company were re- 


ceived, From this building there 
was a dark paſſage through the 
walls, known anly to the nuns, te 
Abbeſs, and the reverend Fathers. 
who confefled them. 1 often en- 


quired the purpoſe of this paſſage, 


but was only told, that 1 muſt be. 
a nun, before I explozed the holy 
myſteries of the convent. I never 
ſuppoſed their holy myſteries worthy 
ſuch a ſacrifice; and was contented. 
with my ignorange. Here, how- 
ever, I expericnced the extreme ri- 
gours of perſecution; but what 
ſurpriſed me moſt was, that Rode- 
rique, who affected to love me with 


we 


N 


of my wrongs, ſhe told me they were 
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c me a victim to ſo much cruelty. 
© How is it poſſible to reconcile qua- 


6 lities ſo heterogeneous in the com- 


6 pofition of man * 


I could not tell; ang —_— went 
on uninterrupted. 


© At firſt, I felt fuck violent pa- 
6 roxyſms of impatience, mingled 
© with. cager deſires of vengeance, 
© that my ſenſes. bordered on mad- 
© neſs. To my ravings, the Abbeſs: 
© oppoſed inſenfibility. When I ſpoke 


© improving—wher I arraigned her 
6 juſtice and her religion, ſhe ſmiled 
in triumph at my fimplicity.? 


© Hoary hypocrite ” ſaid' I to her 
one day; what will be thy advan- 
6 ese, when thy numbered years are 
C4 gone? 


o 
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gone? Will the riches of Rode- 
rique bribe thy God.—She ſtarted ; 
my impaſſioned exclamations echoed 
through the houſe; and ſhe, for 
once, trembled with the fear of 
ſhame. My fruitleſs bravery, here, 
made a laſt exertion—I complained 
no more; my frame grew weaks 
my ſpirit fainted, and the Abbeſs 


retired to Meditgrs? new puniſh. 


„ 0 ff 


Fa 


2 I now grew liſtleſs of all that was 


{aid or done ; as the feelings of na- 


ture declined, the: world with its 


load of objects receded, and Reſig- 


nation lulled me with her drouzy 


influence. This torpor was pro- 
nounced obſtinacy in guilt ; and my 


late remonſtrance, blaſphemy: Theſe 


accuſations were ſufficient; and the 


* and the MBSJOrRY, of the nuns, 
© with 
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with all the parade of ſelf-deceiving 


righteouſneſs, affected horror; and 


with malicious lamentation, con- 
demned me to the four walls. 


© This was a ſmall priſon, built 
like a ſquare tomb, only that it was 
ventilated from above; here the 
hapleſs maid, who had broken her 
vow, was ſhut up for ever; and too 
often did pity, in the prieſt, inſpire 


love in the penitent. A lamp, her 


beads, prayer book, and the croſs, 


were her only comforters; nor was 


the door unbarred till the agonies of 


death were over. 


© In this diſmal place I was doom- 
ed to expire—l did not feel much 
horror at the ſentence. Long ſuf- 
fering, and meditation had made 
the idea of diſſolution familiar, 

C 5 The 
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The power of acting beneficially 
© towards human nature, I thought, 
© could never be mine; and to draw 
on lingering exiſtence, in this ſtate 3 
of ſtupidity, made me unworthy to 


"a = a 


The morning of my interment 
came; I was cloathed in a long 
© black robe, that ſwept the pave- 
ment; my feet were bare, my lamp 
£ kindled, and the crucifix held high 9 
s to warn me of my offences, and of 6 
* the expiation not made for me in 
* vain. Falling before it, I breathed 
* 
s 
4 
s 
4 
* 


my hopes repentance I could not 1 
feel. None could convince me I had I 
finned ; and, without that convic- 
tion, who can repent ?—The nuns 
were ſilent; the Abbeſs ſtood near; 
whilſt, with that confidence fo na= 
« tural ® 
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* tural to my heart, I kneeled, and 


& adored low 

© Eternal Father to: thee I come 
To thee! whoſe awful trial reaches: 
© the ends of exiſtence ;. whoſe power 
© was never perfectly known; whoſe” 
© will was never perfectly underſtood; 
vhoſe attributes are feebly conceived 
by preſumptuous man receive me 1 
Open thy merciful boſom | and: 
jet my panting ſoubh find ſhelter. 
© from the juſtice,. religion, and vir- 
© tue of my fellow - creatures. 


© Heretic !' ſaid the Lady Abbeſs,, 
© audacious and profane—b will hear 
E PF more.” | , 


7% The nuns aſkſted 3 in raifing my 


_'M ' feeble frame from the floor; pity: 


C& * ſtood 
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ſtood in their eyes, independent of 
© human cuſtom, | 
© Lead on, ſeducer of thy. ſex,” 
ſaid I to the Lady Abbeſs, looking at 
her with firmneſs; © revenge trembled 
on her lips, and darted o'er her 
features. She. did not anſwer me, 
*, whilſt the nuns arranged themſelves 
around me, reſolving to awaken all 
© that was ſoft and ſenſible in my 
© boſom; Cruel preparation !—Why 
© are fine torments contrived for a 
© dying heart? Why will man throw 
© his brother back on remembrance, 
**when the images of memory are 
* ſoon to ceaſe for ever? Yet ſuch 
js the falſe humanity of the world. 
When a victim is condemned, offi- 
* cions care, and fruitleſs' friendſip, 
open every avenue, whereby afflic- 
© tion may find the ſoul !-—Thus was 
3 | „ i 
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] detained whilſt the grand organ, 
and all the ſolemn muſic, appointed 
* for religious purpoſes, accompanied 
* the voices of the nuns, in the fol - 
* lowing anthem.— 


* Spirits of ſainted forms! who glide along; 
* Should-you remember when 1 bleſs*d theſe 
: walls, 4 
© Inſpire our fouls, to raiſe the ſacred fong, 
© And hail the holy, when a finner falls, . 
O breathe deep horror and impreflivezawe 
On her, who boldly ſpurns each binding 
5 an,, 
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LY 
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« Slowly—ſlowly notes of ſorrow, 
* Thro' the ſolemn vault reſound; 
© Sooth this victim, who to-morrow, 
* Shall not "mid our choir be found. 


ty 


4 © Once moret once more! behold the 3 
BZ | ful ſun; 

1 * Ere from the world thou turn thy joyleſs 
9 6 eyes, 
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li | © Ere thy few ebbing ſands of life are run, 
. & Own thy offence and echo back our ſighs, 

1 | Or down for ages ſinks thy guilty ſhade, 
hi | „Till purified by pain, thou call on hea» 
4 1 xen for aid. | 


; * 'Thro? the ſacred vault reſound, 5 == 
Ig © Sooth this victim, who to-morrow; b 
i | & Shall not mid our choir be found.“ 1 


1 CHORU 8 9 
| A 

| 

| 


1 | * 
i'll _ © Slowly—flowly notes of ſorrow, 
| 


« 'Fhis dreadful. pomp was too op- 
 preflive; my tears would flow, as: 
© the nuns ſeverally took my hand, 
| © and wiſhed my immortal fpirit an 

© eaſy ſeparation— It was agony !—1 

had,.a few-moments before, braved: 

| © the horrors of death; and now ftood: 
__ © diflolved! by the power of muſic, 
ll © aided by that enthuſiaſtic deluſion, 
| © which played only with my paſſions.. 
My fortitude forſook me; every 
long: 
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long-loſt: object, every ſoft idea, re · 
turned upon my memory as if news 
ly awakened, and roufed from ob- 
livion. I even became deſirous of 
life; muſic had given my mind ener- 


gy, my heart tenderneſs; I began 


to expoſtulate - when, to my aſto- 
niſhment, the nuns condemned me, 
for violating virtue with Rode- 
rique —what a ſtroke was this !—T' 


was not prepared for it, but knowing 


the Lady Abbeſs to be my cunning. 
accuſer, and thoſe paſſive creatures 
to be blindly prejudiced, I ſcorned 
to defend myſelf. This ſentence 
was doubly unjuſt. —I was only in a 
ſtate of probation—death, for ſuch 
a crime, was to be inflifted on thoſe 
who had taken the vows—T had not 
taken the vows; but was falling a 
ſacrifice to many, whoſe erring opi 


nions were againſt me. I, therefore, 


took 


a 
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took up the croſs—the waning lamp, 


(emblem of life) was borne before 
me— I had caſt a lingering look on 


thoſe nuns, T once loved, and was 


haſtening to my laſt chamber, when 
Roderique entered, accompanied by 
the Governor of this caſtle. Rode- 
rique, I believe, had not only 
bought the Abbefs, but her menials; 
but none of us were appriſed of this 


abrupt viſit the nuns, who rather 
than touch the hand of a man, 
would have plunged into a boiling 


cauldron, diſappeared in a moment 
through the private communication 
in the wall, which led ſecretly to 
the convent; and whilſt Roderique, 


without noticing me, led the Ab- 


beſs to a ſmall diſtance—his friend 
ſtayed me from following the 


© Where, 


"Ig r 
3 : ” A . ” 2 * 2 1 
0 A c 2 
W „ 1 Ry PPT 
2 8 et A -— 6. L - 7 F K 
L ²·• T J trs n  ann REIES Mayen), 2 AS 5 
N 2 . p 2 : . ; 8 us as 
9 9 2 5 
TTT x * 88 * , a 
eas. os De * Fr ha te. a * w KN et net * . rr C * * * = 


8 abs . 
. 
n 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 41 


Where, in the name of almighty 
© love, could Roderique ſtrike on fo 
much beauty!” ſaid this Governor 
with the moſt conſummate boldneſs. 
—* I would have paſſed him, he 


would not permit me—language 
was not worthy my ideas, and 1 


© ſtood looking on the earth in pro- 
© found ſtupor.— 


© She muſt not go, (ſaid the Ab- 
beſs. loud enough to be heard) “ it 


is too late; I have my reaſons.— 


© By heaven! ſhe ſhall go— (re- 
plied Roderique.) 


What will you do with my re- 


© putation ?— 


© Buy it, 


I ad- 
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© I admire the laconiciſm of Ro- 
* derique, (reſumed the Governor), 


4 in matters of buſineſs, —? 


© Come, come,* (continued Rode- 
rique) © your qualms of ſick reputa- 
tion will ſoon ceaſe—what penance 
© are you. enjoining that lady? How 
in the name of the devil, can you 
* lodelight in human miſery— 


© She deſerves more penance than 
© I can invent,” replied the hardened' 
old woman. 


So do I. Will you allow me to- 
“ ſuffer with her?—] would kneel: 
& befide her, ſigh, reckon my beads, 


and look up to Heaven devout- 


1 *.— 


Sir ſhe muſt— 
5 © Madam, 
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Madam, I muſt—here—here you 
have been virtuous long enough; 
live upon this, it will bear your ex- 
pences. to Heaven—a wiſer Abbels. 
for the happineſs of mankind, I 
believe ſuperſtition. never produ- 
ced.— | | 


© This imperious and daring lan- 
guage of Roderique was accompa- 
nied with a heavy purſe of gold, 
which the Abbeſs accepted with 
chriftiaa-like. humility, 


The attention of Dormoud was. 
drawi imperceptibly towards. thoſe 
diſputants, whilſt I waited; ſilently, 
the further working of my myſterious. 
fate. Why was I not created with, 
more repelling force? Why am 1 
thus to be acted upon by others ?. 

Who, 


r „ . 


„— 
— „„ — 


* 
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Who, after ſuch a ſeries of afflicting 
reſtraint would boaſt of wit !— 


La) 


* 


© My reflections were broken by 
Roderique, who came forward and 
addreſſed me ;— 


* 


A 


© Angelic creature! in what could 
you offend this—heavens ! Emily ! 


can it be you? Beldam!' (turning 


to the Abbeſs) © I will have thee bro- 
£ ken on the wheel. wa | N 


6 15 4+. 144 


a She ered works no attendants 


c were near, and, overcome by ter- 
© ror, ſhe reclined on a green cuſhion, 
beneath the image of Pope s. 


cent. 0 11 OW 


© Delay not a moment,* (continued 


Roderique) forgive me, Emily; 


«© | wil 
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A 


I will yet attone for the injuries 
you have ſuffered. —* 


A 


4 / 


© An Angel's voice could not have 
© breathed more melody than that of 
Roderique, ſoftened by contrition 
© —J was much in his power, and 
© hoped Virtue had broken in upon 
his mind to plead for me. This 
idea gave me a taſte of that plea- 
* ſure which Hope inſpires when it 
returns to a boſom waſted by De- 
© ſpair.— nb , 


A 


. 
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WE 
9 8 
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6 Without heſitation I was uſhered 
into a chaiſe, which immediately 
g drove from the gate; leaving the 
Lady Abbeſs gazing with pious 
* fervor on the image, and throwing 
her ſins, on the infallibility of Bere 
Innocent. 
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* During our ride, which laſted 
through the day, and the following 
night, Roderique and Dormoud 
converſed on different topics: The 
latter mingled much vivacity with 
experience; and his opinions, in 
metaphyſical reaſoning, bordered 
on that infinity of conjecture which, 


whilſt: it throws up endleſs idea, 


ſwallows the cuſtoms of ſociety, 
and leaves the mind nothing valua- 


ble on which to fix her baſe of 


rectitude. 


Self. collection, and tranquillity; 
began now to ſteal upon me. I was 
treated with polite reſpect, and theſe 
were the firſt hours of compla- 
cency I had for a long time paſ- 
ſed.— Dawn was buſy in putting 
back the night, when we entered 
an enchanting wood. The fea- 

«© thered 
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thered ſongſters, from every bough, 
tuned the melting cadences of uni- 
verſal love, and the contented ox 


lay chewing his cud in the midſt 


of varied flowers, enjoying Nature 
like a lazy god. 


© The chaife ſtopped3 Roderique 


and his friend alighted, handed me 
down, .and an old lady received 
me into an old houſe, for whole 
furniture and trappings an auc- 
tioneer would not have given twenty 
guineas In this matron's face, 
however, ſimplicity ſat - (at leaſt I 
thought fo) her manner was invit- 


ing, her words devoid of art. TO 


her care I was commended ; and, 
on a little pallet, taſted repoſe. 


That I did not fhriek, faint, 
wring my hands, tear my hair, and 
4 call 


244 
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. 


c 


6 
— 


6 


C 


Cc 


C 


(A 


call on Heaven and earth for help, 
according to, the privilege of my 
ſex, eſtabliſhed now and for ever, 
you will perhaps be ſurprized. To 


whom could I complain? to Ro- 


derique ? I knew him too well. To 
Dormoud ? I knew him not—and, 
to eſcape one libertine by putting 


myſelf in the power of another, 
would have argued no ſound policy. 
If T had a deplorable choice, my 


advantage lay with  Roderique— 


he talked of atonement ; he had, 


by chance, ſaved my life; and 
chance might yet ſave me from 
him—at leaſt I could form no plan 
of ſecurity at this dreadful criſis, 


© Raiſing my head, to take a view 
of my apartment, I was ſurprized 
at ſeeing my windows grated with 


iron. Food was brought me—l 


could 
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© could not eat The night pafſed 
„away. I had not undreſſed, and 
* the good woman of the houſe viſit- 
ed me in the morning, Hoping 1 
© had reſted well.— 


5 c Hato: ah I expected Why 
| © am I brought hither ?: Can you in- 
form me? | 


c Only to grow better, madam.” 


b Better !—Obſerving een fy ſo 
© was this perſon called) knew as 
little of my buſineſs as I did my- 
« ſelf, I forbore to queſtion her; but 
though we were. filent, her eyes, 
© when: ſhe looked at me, indicated 
© terror. * To the ſingular appear- 
* ance of my black mantle 1 imput- 
ed her awe ; and reſolved to ſeize 
© ſome future opportunity of gaining 
E 2 ES: 4 B00; 
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- her confidence and diſpelling her 


feats. A tap at the door relieved 
my ſilence it was given by a young 
< maid, who brought me a note from 
© Rodertque, which was couched in 
* nearly the following words: 


* DEAR CREATURE 23d July, 1684. 
FORGET the bitter hours you 

© have unavailingly ſpent in the con- 
vent! My ſoul is yours; her beſt 
© ſentiments, her exalted virtue, 
© yours. You have made me a pro- 
« ſelyte 3 the church ſhall ſanctify 
© my vows, and bleſs your repenting 


4 e 


ö 


Without waiting my aher, he 
immediately fet off, accompanied 
© by Dormoud. What new ſcheme 
* was forming I could not conjec- 
s£ ture ; danger was on every ſide; 
| | 8 © its 
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its proſpect uniform wherever I 
turned. Diſconſolate as I was, a 
faint ray of comfort came with the 
thought of my being relieved from 
the preſence of Roderique— the 


interval, till bis return, would be 
mine; and hope haftily enlivened 


my ideas, Caſting my eyes again 
on his note, ] ſtarted with agitation 
from my ſeat.— 


* The church ſanctify his vows! 


 — The church ! — fooliſh man 


Poor credulity of the human race! 
in ſuppoſing the church can render 


holy the forced engagement—No 


—the altar, with Roderique, would 
inſpire me with reprobation. Great 
Power | Is it poſſible thou canſt 
behold with pleaſure, the female 
heart ſacrificed to human defign ; 

Dea wailſt 


of "Oh EEC TRE AT Emo ment dud A0ve 0 Fon => 


* + 


Is. 


'A 


A 


* 
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whilſt Preſum ption ſets thy holy ſeal 
on murdered peace !— 


C Pardon me, Sir ! I cannot advert 
to the ideas then paſſing through 


my mind, without deploring an 


inſtitution ſo frequently profaned. 


Loet Miſery come, ſaid I, to Ma- 
rizeme, I will not meet it; I will 
not ſuffer my imagination to antici- 


pate, or dreſs in viſion, Woe, which 


never ſhall be realiſed by my mar- 


Triage with Roderique.— 7 


Marriage with your brother, Ma- 


dam !—Bleſs me, your fits are very 


violent -I muſt call Arrette. — 


The ſimple Marizeme did not 
underſtand my mode of exclaim- 


ing; and haſtened down the | 
I ; c fully 


ſtairs, 


„ 
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fully perſuaded, I believe, that my 
„fits were of the maniac kind; 
© though fo full of affliction, I could 
not help ſmiling at her innocent 
* fearfulneſs, 


When alone, I walked the room 
* for ſome; minutes, my rapid mo- 
© tion proclaimed the tumult of the 
6 world within me; but 1 ſoon re- 
covered from the delirium into 
© which Roderique had thrown me, 
© by exciting the idea of an union 
5 with him. s | 


© The little pictures, hung in pre- 
© ciſe order round the white-limed 
* walls, arreſted my attention here 
* was a Socrates, inflamed with paſ- 
* ſion, beating a quiet Xantippe—a 
* Pythagoras creeping through the 
mauth of a ſea-porpoiſe—a Plato 
D. 3 © chaceing 
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© chaceing ſmoke—an Epictetus reck- 
© oning the atoms which compoſe the 
* Appennines ; and an Epicurus pant- 
ing on a bed of rofes to prove 
pleafure the greateſt good. 


= 


From whoſe ſatirical touch thoſe 
pieces claimed their origin, I would 

*. wiltingty have known—my curioſi- 
© ty fignified nothing, the burleſque 
© afforded mirth—it is wonderfully 
© contrived' by the Power who made 
© us to its will, that a trifle ſhould 
© ſometimes relieve the foul when her 
burthen of affliction ſeems to the 
weight of that trifle a million to 
c one—bur ſo it is.— | q 


x 


1 1 now l the grated 
window to gaze over the adjacent 
© ſcene : through the nodding groves 


© broke the lawn, and a neighbour- 
| . : | c ing // 
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ing brook. gave reſponſes to the 
© lowing herds, As I ſtood contem- 

© plating the tranquillity. of the land- 
6 ſcape, I obſerved a man, whom L 
took to be a Pilgrim, fearching the 
© hedges with care. I ſuppoſed he 
* was culling medicinal herbs, or ga- 
thering berries. His placid man- 
© ner won me to his fortunes ; and, 
© ] muſt confeſs, his appearance 
© cauſed! more than common emo- 
tion in my- boſom, as he fat him- 
c ſelf down on RARE 
& window. 


* 


© Poor Pilgrim, faid 1, is thy 
© path through the world more thorny 
© than mine ! The queſtion affected 
my fancy, and as he fat, IT drew 
„him with my pencil in poeſy.— 


, — 
D 4. TE. 
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THE PILGRIM. 


* Wander! — — nor pauſe within the haunt of 
man; | 
The brook and bramble yield repaſ to 
| © thee, 
c Whoſe ſoul hath form'd her litary plan, 
9 5 To whom wild nature yields her region 
free. 


. The riſe tun is ins, the ſultry x noon, _ 
' © Grey-footed morning, and the W 
© far; Tx 
The midnighr ſhadow, when the filent moon, 
ot Half-horn'd os. ending ſpace, is ſeen afar. 


© Thine virgin-dew 3 reviving Zephyr thine : 
0 Round thee the fragrance of the valley 
* plays; 
6 Fo thee, the thunder rolling o'er is line, 
* Aﬀeords but mimic horror and decays. 


© Thou, bleſt by heav 'oly patience, here lies | 
down 
5 On bed of new-mown hay, or fern, or 
ſod | | 
* Thy heck ſeem to wear an azure crown, 
Thy dreams point upward to a ſmiling 


God. N : | 
© Grant 
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© Grant theſe fair viſions vaniſh with the 
7 night, 
4 A225 ſenſual banquet yields fo ras 4 
Cory 
Thy heart beats humbly, full of fine de- 
2 light, mo 
Thy mem 17 holds — it ne'er can 
eie 
Dear envy'd Pilgrim! travel on, nor know 
My deep affliction liberty be thine! 
* To old Jeruſalem, or Mecca go! 
And lay thy off ring at ſome holy ſhrine. 


Be it an apple, bracelet, ſigh, or tear, 
© No matter; each a tribute of thy love; 


« Angels will wait thy weary foul to cheer, 
And watt thy _— to the throne above. 


4 L ended my little . and v was 
gazing ſtedfaſtly on the intereſting 
object who had inſpired it, when 
he caſt his eyes up towards me 
* what ſympathy! what exquiſite 
« pity his features conveyed! I felt all 
he could wiſh me to feel— 


D 5 „ Emily“ 


* * 


K 


3 


58 THE FOTAL carrryrs. 


cc Emily” (ſaid I, . interrupting | 
her) “ was this On ky cans the 
"” _Cordelier 5 


It was '— 


* Go on, if you pleaſe; I all 
« wonder no more at your warm de- 
«& ſcriptions, een che Cordelier is 
« 2 ſubjed. 


„His face wore the bloom of 
© youth though half concealed by a 
© beard of unuſual length, which this 
© ſtate of mortification bad not im- 

© paired. His manner was eafy and 
attractive; he ſmiled, croſſed him- 
© ſelf, and waved his hand towards 
the oppoſite hill: by which ſign 1 
« ſuppoſed he meant to aſk me if 1 


0 © wiſhed to Eſcape. — 
c Lan- 


C: 
c 
C- 
6 


c 


= 


c 
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. © T anſwered, by laying my hand 
© to my boſom, ſhaking my head, 
and pointing to the firmament; be- 


yond which, I would have implied, 
was my place of reſt.— He aroſe, 
bowed, and knocked at the door 


what his buſineſs was with Mari- 

gzeme, I knew not. My window 
was too high for me to hear their 
converſation. The Cordelier (for 
be 


ſo he proved to be) ſoon ended it; 


gave me a parting look, and went 
on. My eyes follewed him till he 
was loft in the thick wood; I turned 
from the grate, ſat penſively down, 
and reflected on the inquietude of 
animated nature. — The bird, the 
fiſh, the beaſt, and man, equally 
appear to have purſuits fitted to 
their - ſhare of intelligence. Are 
they ſelf-impelled, or are they made 
to run the road of exiſtence for a 
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< given age, and to drop ſo lightly 
© into viſible parts, that the diſſolu- 
tion of millions of bodies weakens 
not the great chain of crea- 
tion? 0 | : 


* 


6. Having -propoſed enyſelf this 
queſtion, - I fat very compoſedly, as 
« if waiting an anfwer when Mari- 
« zeme came up, followed by Arrette 
© her maid, and two ſturdy huſband- 
men, whoſe honeſty of ſoul was 
© ſtrongly impreſſed on their fun- 


* 


© burnt faces a wild unſatisfied kind 


© of compaſſion played in their eyes, 
I obſerved, and returned their awk- 
« ward politeneſs as they entered; 
< but could not aceount for the num- 
< ber of bandages they held in their 
hands. What is the matter, Mari- 


£ Zemie ?- ſaid 1 \miling, why am TI 


6. + honored, 


a) 


| _—_ men? 
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honored with the company of theſe 


/ 


4.6 Your brother, madam, ordered 
me to confine you, if I ſaw your 


firs coming on; and when J left 
you, I thought you were raving.” 


Here was an hait-breadth "ſcape. 


< God bleſs ye, madam, ſaid one 
© of 


El found myſelf in a fituation to 


be chaſtiſed into civility and mode- 


ration; and if reaſon never whif- 
pered to me before the 1mbecility 


of complaint, Marizeme was re- 
ſolved to teach me no by practi- 


cal demonſtration. 


© Dear Marizeme, ſaid I, my 


brother, as you term him, is more 


mad than I am-=l am not mad! 


N 
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of the men, you do not look 
© much like a mad woman. Arrette 
© came to us in the wheat- field, and 
© ſaid Marizeme would be torn in 
© pieces, by a turbulent lady, if we 
did not leave our work aten and 
come and: tie her.“ 


Go back to your wheat-feld,. 
honeſt men, take this piece of mo- 
ney, drink my health at your har- 
© veſt dinner, and wiſh. me happier 


* * 


= 


And fo we will.—Come; Barrelle;. 
© leave Marizeme ber bandages, and 
© let us _"_ N 


-& Wich as work vetientſh, and I 
: believe more manly pity than. they 
© had entered with, thoſe harmleſs: 
* countrymen departed. 8 
I Thus 
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© Thus did mere common ſenſe 
© combat an adventure which, if its 


* progreſs had continued, world have 


© become formidable, and even fa- 
© tal to wy better withes.. 


3 We and 8 at my in- 


«© vitation,. were ſeated; I having been 
* ſo lately convinced that ſentimental 
© harangues were of no force here, 
© was at a loſs to begin a converſa- 
tion which might intereſt or pleaſe 
© my viſitants, and both ſat filent as 
if they expected me to draw out 
* their ideas, of which I had not the 
clue. After we had all looked long 
© enough at the fire, I caſt my eyes 
© round the room, and broke the aw- 
+ ful ſtillneſs. What would thoſe 
pretty pictures repreſent Do you 
know, Marizeme?? 
of 4 O yes 
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„ O yes madam, exceedingly well 
© the firſt is one of our juſtices beat. 
ing his wife; and his maxim, was 
that every man may do it the ſe» 
© cond, madam, is Jonah coming out 
0 * wa whale” 8 e and 
4 1 8 your Abele i IS a 
« /porpoiſe !—Marizeme looked at me 
with all the conſcious. dignity of 
4 e e 
TY 1 en ou will ea me to be 
the beſt judge, Who have had the 
pictures in poſſeſſion ſince the time 
of my grandfather ;— but—I hope, 
mages your fits are not ming 


* 
A * * 


: 0, 90 Marizeme— it is a whale, 
© ——yes, yes, I perceive * are 
< right—it muſt be a whale,— 


—— — 


« And 


P Le Warr tr ret er pep II weve te ct ar er I or ages Ae <P> 
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And that man is Jonah 
And that man is Jonah.“ 


© The third, madam, is a man run- 
© ning to quench a fire—Here _ 
* ſee is the ſmoke, —* 5 44 455 


* But I do not ſee the fire—" 


4 Rocaule n out.“ 


4 a . . 4 


K we good.— | 


c © The fourth, ao you foe is A 
* conjuror, He is dividing this large 
parcel of flour, grain by grain, and 
when he has done, he will Join 
© them all together again, and make 
a pudding! 


gut 
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© But when will he have dove, Ma- 
© rizemE? — 


© Soon.” as Good pleaſesall in 
_ time.— 


— 


„ Wan- ebe 1% is meagre. 
gentleman expiring, or panting on- 
2 bed of Wan af | 


Lal 
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ran as long as he could, and ſo kid. 
down to reſt P 


* 


A 
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* Your's are charming explana- 
tions, Marizeme ;: pray how ur oll 
4 e ne 

100 Afton mile? ee wee eee, 
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When your brother returns. 


I may have no Brother! no Fa- 
ther! no Friend! You ſee me an 
* unhappy priſoner, Marizeme, and 
© if you will not give me liberty, you 
may _ me comfort !— ; 


C ; Buſy memory fo Wine te 


back the paſt, I could ſay no more; 


the tears I would have concealed 
«were due to "my F dchery 


ad Wenge a e Try 
to compoſe yourſelf, and you ſhall 
walk in the garden with Arrette. 


What does it ſignify to be always 


« vexing yourſelf—Indeed you will 
never be well if you give way to 


© theſe wild ſpeeches and paſſions z. 


© beſides you frighten me.” 


pou 
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Well, well, Marizeme, ſaid I; 
drying my eyes and collecting my- 
ſelf, You ſhall not be frightened, 
"#1 but do not take it into our Head, 
+ that Lam ad! 1 


: The jropoiſtion Roderique had 
© laid on this woman's credulity, was 
no ftrong proof of his penitence ; 
it agreed poorly with the language 
© of his letter; but it blaſted that 
confidence he had in ſome degree 
© awakened in my boſom, and made 

 $:me alive to bitare: machinations.— 


; 7 4 \ * 7 * 
x [1 $ 1 1 
114 * 


* fave: you any e! in | theſe 5 
6 « Pers, Marizeme * 
es, rde; one came to my 
door but now. — * 


15 


„Poor man ! had I been near, he 
= £< ſhould 
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9 ſhould not have wandered on broken 
5 heartedly.— Xa | . 


© No more he did—Arrette gave 
r him a little loaf, and in return he 
y eme this relic.” 


© What is it? Marizeme—may I 6 
© look at it?“ 


© Certainly—is it not valuable? 


But what did he ſay it was? l 
i 


The little toe nail of Saint Luke. EO 1 
8 "Tis bs nail of a 1 


© What !—Heaven defend me 0 | | 

< when did you ſee the nail of a mon- 

© key like the little erg of Saint |. 

* Luke? 1 by | | 
3 When | 


. 
n 
— 


. 
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C 


| C 


4 


£ 


* 


* 


When did you ſee the little toe- 
nail of Saint Luke, like the nail of 
monkey. 


I never did.” 


© Nor ever can: hang it with a 


- black ribband round your neck, 


Marizeme, and pray to Saint Luke.' 


vin! I furely will! Lord, ma- 
dam, what ſhould we be if it was 
not: for our Saints. 


. © Tuſt as we are Marizeme. But 


* 


* 


L 


there-can be no harm in praying to 
Saint Luke; for if you waſte your 
time you may warm your heart. 


© 'Marizeme ſaid nothing to this; 


and young Arrette was half off the 


chair in a ſound ** the former 
Was 


N A a & 
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was pleaſed with her relic; the lat- 
ter aroſe, dropped me a low curtſey, 
and hoping to God I never ſhould 


be quite mad, withdrew with her 
miſtreſs. 


76.16 im polls dang ſupport 
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converſation with a mind whoſe 
< ſentiments are uncongenial, un- 


equal, or untaught; jarring. with 
the force of habit, irregular and 
inconcluſive ; the images of ſuch 
a mind are haſtily left unfiniſh- 


ed, uncouth, and ſtubborn; yet 


are ever bent on impreſſing them- 
4 


ſelves on the minds of others. 


This mental victory, Marizeme 


ſuppoſed ſhe had gained] did not 


* undeceive her; it was a harmleſs 


< gratification, it coſt me nothing, 


c 


4 


why ſhould ſhe not enjoy it? For 


Banken, I had not dared to plead'; 
Marizeme 


72. THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


C. 
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C 


Marizeme would not. be convinced 
that Roderique was not my bro- 
ther; conſequently my ſolemn avow- 
al, that I never would marry him 
had only . ſtrengthened. her idea 
of my inſanity, and there -re- 


-mained/no method' of proving the 
ſobriety of my underſtanding, but 


that of obeying hers; I therefore 
ſubmitted to what ſhe approved, 


and covered with ſilence truths 


ſhe would not admit. ; 


© When alone, how different were 
my ideas! How ſacred to remem- 
brance, how ſtrongly drawn towards 
the objects I bad loſt !—Surely ſo- 


litude is the fouls home! She has 
no other; even when her fineſt 


energies go forth in love or friend- 
ſhip; and by placing her happineſs 


in the * of others, ſhe robs 


c herſelf ; 
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oy 


herſelf; yet ſhe purſues that hap- 
pineſs by the ſtrength of imagina- 
tion; and loves the ſhadow never 
© to be overtaken; till finding her 
© folly too late, ſhe returns to ſolitude 
and reflection. Bereft of her plea- 
© fing viſions, and enfeebled with her | 
* chace, here ſhe ſlumbers awhile 
© in the torpor occaſioned by her lofs; 
but if ſhe has been uſed to con- 
template Nature on a general ſcale, 
if the has ſtruggled to convince 
'* herſelf that acrion muſt ceaſe, 
were not her intellectual powers, 
© together with thoſe of animated 
© nature, formed to taſte of pleaſure 
and combat pain, ſhe will in ſo- 
© litude recover ſtrength; again 
* plume her wings of fancy re-invi- 
* gorated, ſhare with placidity the 


4 


ſweets of exiſtence, and look with | | 
vo III. E be- 1 
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© benignity on the group who never 
* aſk more than the ſenſes afford. 


©—Theſe reflections were naturally 
the effects of my ſecluded habit; 
but I cannot help thinking, that 
whilſt we are progreſſive in what 
we deem VIRTUE, we are every 
hour more callous to the rod of 
accidental miſery. 


oo 


- 


% „ a *% 


= Thus I ſpent diy after day, bens 
times much depreſſed, at others 
fancifully gay; but when permitted 
© to walk with Arrette in the garden, 
© even the beds of flowers, and the 
melody of the adjacent woods, 
© raiſed my aſpiring ſpirit to the Au- 
5 thor of eternal Love. 

„Thad not ſeen Roderique from 
8 the time I entered this houſe. Un- 
common 


* 
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common occurrences had at length 


taught me to meet them ſelf-col- 
lectedly, and I hoped ſome favour- 
able chance that had retarded his 
return, might throw up others that 
would retard it for ever.—Elated 
with this hope, I began to ſmile at 


fortune, and to think of means of 


compaſſing my eſcape.—Arrette was 
but a girl, ſtoutly formed, of gen- 
tle temper, attentive to affliction 
when it wooed her un guarded heart, 
nor knew how to hide her feelings 
in affected pride; perhaps the great- 


eſt faults youth is accuſed of, are 
thoſe of flexibility: but whether 


Arrette would ſin, in favouring my 
eſcape, I reſolved to leaye to the 


deciſion of Heaven; 1 and frequently | 
lured her into the garden hoping | to 


a_ my purpoſe. 


„ Sitting 


— 
. 
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N sitting at my window one morn- 
< ing, I watched the increafing 


— 


© bluſhes of the eaſt, as the ſun 


© aroſe; at firſt his golden rays ti- 
© midly broke through the clouds; 
© as he boldly threw his glory around, 
they vaniſhed; and life and beauty 
© opened to his effulgence. As I 


© contemplated Nature, thus awaken- 


ing from the lethargy of the 
night, a ruddy milk maid came 


2 through the wood; her cattle were 


© grazing in a paſture on the left fide 


© of Marizeme's dwelling, and ſhe 


was obliged to paſs the door, —TI 
thought to arreſt her attention, and 


ee ſigns excite her compaſſion; 


but ſhe tripped on too quickly. I 
„was, however, compenſated for my 
< diſappointment, when drawing her 


© cloaths gently above her ancle to 


« ſave them from the dew, ſhe kneel- 
"ET GR 
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© ed beneath her er cow and 
8 7 gow 


«Ah Larian! when at early dawn, 
© The darkling ſhadows flee, 

+ 1 ſhiv'ring tread the dewy lawn, 

And ſigh and think on thee. 


I ſee thee in the purling ſtream 
© I ſee thee glide away ! 

l ſee that life is all a dream, 

wr 25 n wall not e. 


* My * cries, dear Aura ſay, 

hy are thy looks fo pale ? 
« I. dare not owns. whilſt thour't away, 

6 My heart will ever ail. 

© The morning ſun is like Ging eye, 
Ere rainy ſhow'rs come on, | 
And Nature, like thy Aura dies. 
The Sun and Larian gone! 


She aroſe to depart; I prayed 
for the return of her Larian. Be 
"5. happy! 
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happy! artleſs maid! Thou canſt 
well teach the leſſon of equality. 
Who could vie with thee in genu- 
* ine pleaſure, hadſt thou thy Lari- 
© an?—She repaſſed my window; I 
expected her return in the even- 
« ing, and wrote a few lines with my 
i. pencil, deſcribing my injuries and. 
; oppreſſive ſituation, and requeſting 
© ſome account of my fate might be 
6 tranſmitted to the Count de Mar. 
© fan, This little billet I tied round 
© with a bit of Arrette's blue ribband, 
- intending to throw it at the feet of 
© the young maid; to attract, if poſ- 


© fible, her notice as ſhe went og. 


© Anxiouſly did I watch the buſy 
© ſands of Marizeme's . hour-glaſs 

through the day; indulging hope, 
and forming ſchemes of liberty, 
© which I could not. even in imagi- 
8 nation compleat. T he ſun, to my 
2 ger 


Sg 
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7 eager wiſhes, appeared to be tardy 
© in his career; I bleſſed his beams 
© as they ſtole from the Horizon ; 
and, looking towards the wood, 

© ſaw the wiſhed- for damſel return- 
© ing to fill her pail. As ſhe came near- 
© er, | lifted the window, and ſtruck 
© the grate ; ſhe only looked up, and 
was haſtening on, when I threw 
down my little billet, The wind 
« carried it over her head, without her 
© perceiving it—how great was my diſ- 
« appointment Ho exquiſitely did 
© my heart ſuffer at this moment? 
© The danger I had expoſed myſelf 
to, ſhould Marizeme or Arrette go 
© out whilſt the paper lay near the 
door, was inconceivable. The lit- 
« tle indulgence I had been treated 
« with, I knew would be cut off; and 
© ſhould Roderique become acquaint- 
ed with the circumſtance, it might 
E 4 a. * 


1 


80 TRE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 


© haſten his villainous defign. This 
© train of gloomy ideas ruſhed upon 
my mind; I was ſenſible no power 

© of withſtanding the event lay with 
© me, and fat down with my eyes 
fixed on the billet as it lay on the 
earth, I had not remained long 
in this hopeleſs attitude, before I 
ſaw the Cordelier, advancing, ſlow-. 
ly round the foot of the hill. — 
Pleaſurable ſenſations in a moment 
filled my boſom ; ; I felt a delight, 
. © mingled with wiſhes, that might 
have borne me te his arms, had 1 
© not been reſtrained—I—" | 


** : 


. K X Aa. 


e By heaven! Emily” (ſaid J in- 
terrupting) * you refine upon love 
« till you diſſolve me with the warmth 
« of your own ideas—is this the 


0 principle I once adored i in. you 7” * | 


« Yes; 


„ „„ r 
— has - 
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© Yes; and its ſublimity claims 
© your adoration, though its purity 
6 rejects your e 8 


len Infokivg! ! Rang: but an hour 
oo will come 


% 


ben P wr Gen you, 


Sir, to condemn yourſelf. 


Do not aggravate Emily we 
© ſhall be wretched enough.” 


She was indifferent to all I. could 


ſay, and continued 


EM On approaching my window, 


© the Cordeher ſmiled ;.I returned his 


© looks with expreflive pleaſure, and 
8 pointed to the billet; he was not 
ſo inſenſible as the pretty milk maid, 
tha but ſnatched it up, open It, and 

E. ” K 


N 


K 
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« prefſed it to his lips. If Thad not been, 

from ſtrange and unaccountabte 

© ſympathy, intereſted for him before, 

his joy, his affectionate geſtures, 
would have impreſſed his form for 
ever on my heart. 


A a .0 A 


A 


M,y indignation and aſtoniſhment at 
finding her fo. bold in perfidy, kept 
me dumb; a figh would have broke 
from my heart ſuppreſſed it with 
pride and ſcorn. She continued her 
relation with as much indifference as 
if I had never ſeen; her borrid ef- 
frontery! 


© The Cordelier, after gazing up- 
© at me with tender regard, put my 
© paper in his boſom, wafted a ſalute 
with his hand, and withdrew ; not 
through the wood, but round the 
corner of the houſe where the gar- 
den 
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bd 


* 


fight of him, I thought all my 
comfort went with him; and my 
ſoul ſeemed. wrapped in melan- 


9 A Q A 


* 


power of reaſon ?* 


c Heavenly ſym pathy ! On. thy ce. 
© leſtial . pinions am I borne to the 


© pillow of my friend! I inſpire his 


„ 


by: 


ſigh. ? 


K 


After ſauntering round the gar- 
den of Marizeme, the Cordelier. 
© came up a little lane near the paf-- 


© ture ;.(I. was ſtill at the window) 
© when he drew a cake from his bo- 
ſom, and, by figns, invited my ac- 


E 6 * ceptance- 


den lay. 1 was concerned to loſe: 


choly. Is there not a ſympathy in 
nature too fine for the ſcrutinizing 


dreams, I leave my. image on his 
fancy, and riſe in the convivial 
hour. to challenge his reciprocal 
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ceptance of it. 1 expreſſed my gra- 


titude with pleaſure; he fortunately 


threw it between the iron bars, 
and hurried ' away,—TI was not in- 


.clined to eat, the cake wore but an 
homely appearance, not ſuited to 


the appetite ſickening in confine- . 
ment to honeſt hunger, inſpired 


by induſtry, it might have boen a 


welcome treat. 


c Rough 8 thou art (faid T, lay- 


ing it on the table) thou ſhak be 
ſacred! Grow old and hard, and 


mildewed with the hoar of time, 


thou ſhalt. be ſacred ! Poor mo- 


mento of ſympathy, and unavailing 


friendſhip ! I will place a value on 


thee inviſible to others! The mind 


grown coarſe in coarſe aſſociations, 


* ſhall not conceive the "yy plea- 
ſure 
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© ſure thou wilt afford to the broken 
: ee * Emily! on 5 

What a As faithleſs crea- 
ture! One would ſuppoſe Angels 
muſt have laboured to make her 
falſe to me !—I did not breathe this 
reflection loud enough for Emily 
to hear I was grown too proud to 
complain. She continued: 

My ſentiments were ſoftening tos 
far, as J reflected on the painful deſti- 
© ny of kindred minds through every 
age; ſome meet ſo early in life that the 
© texture of their fortunes is too weak 
to hold "their mutual wiſhes; and 
© the rude circumſtances of the 
world falling. heavily, break it, and: 
© ſeparate them for ever. Others 
© meet ſo late, that human laws have 
© chained one or the other indiſſolu- 
* * bly to a 3 which is diſcordant, 
* and 


* 
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and terrible to the gentle heart; 

© but if heaven in wrath condemns 
human error ! no crime can call its 
vengeance down like that of forc- 

| ing the mind on. the object it muſt. 
RT: 


- «6 


© To relieve myſelf from ideas ſo 
painful, I took up an old book, 
which lay on a low ſhelf, till now. 
4 unperceived : it. was Palmerin 1 ö 
© England. Tha the caves, knights, 
© ſaints,. and diſtreſſed damſels be- | 
_ © ovited me of a portion of real” ſor- | 
© row by their deluſive activity; ad | 
I was ſo deeply intereſted for the | 
© Knights of the Savage: Man, that | 
. Arrette came into my. apartment, | 
=” * unobſerved, and inadvertently took. | 
a {i}. :* my little cake, broke it, to ſhew _ 
| © me it was nlade of ſuch bad wheat 
| Dit. 
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© it was not fit for any chriſtian's 
mouth, and exclaimed— - 

© Bleſs me, Madam ! How could 
7 "_ put the payer? in 2— 


1 «Lightning could not have ies 


« ſuddenly electrified me, than this 
« queſtion of Arrette. I ſnatched the 


© broken parts from her hand, rather 
© impolitely.; but I could not reſiſt 


© the impulfe—and apologized. 


+ Impatient, reſtleſs, | uneaſy, with 
* ſtifled curioſity, I wiſhed Arrette 


75 gone, that I might feaſt my ſoul 
© and eyes on this little paper, which 


© I ſaw contained lines. written with 
© a pencil. The moment ſhe retired 


1 unfolded this. note, fo artfully 


© concealed ; and in which the Cor- 


« delier ſtood confeſſed ; his friends, 


6 con- 
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connexions, anxiety, and name, on 
which my tear of affection fell, con- 
ſpired to endear him, and juſtify: 
me. With him I could have fled 
© to the fartheſt Pole; with him I. 


© could have been ſecure,. and with 
him could have ſpent life's lateſt 
© hour.. He had, in a few words, ex- 
© horted' me to meet him on the mor- 
© row-night, at the garden gate, 
c vhieh he had carefully reconnoitred. 


I reſolved to obey the joyful invi- 


c tation: my heart ſwelled high with: 
c ideal liberty, and ſleep and happy 
© dreams ſtole down the hours of 
© night. I had not remembered, 
during theſe unmeaſured raptures, 
© that the hour he had appointed was 
an unſeaſonable one; that difficul- 
© ties muſt and would ariſe between 
me and the garden gate—how could 


I be there at ſuch, a ſolemn and 
N & dreary: 


-». 
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dreary moment ? nay, how I could, 


by any .contrivance, get there at 
any given time was, when my de- 


lirium had waſted itſelf, to me a 


moſt melancholy queſtion ? 


ww 


[> 


+ © The feeble mind forms plans, 


but dare not execute them : the 
pleaſure ſuch imagination affords, 
is alluring as the midnight vapour ; 
but this is all a weak mind can 


know; for as one ſcheme fades 


abortively away, another is con- 
ceived, till life goes out amidſt the 
fragments of unfiniſhed hope.— 


Take one ſtep, and you will take 


another, a third may bring you to 
the middle of your enterpriſe ; and 


when you find it as difficult to re- 


turn as to go over, your whole ſoul 


will exert herſelf to conquer the 


criſis, This done, felf-applauſe will 
© encou» 


aw <5 * or 
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* encourage, and induſtry lead you 
f to fame. | 


, What flep ſhall I take? (ſaid I 


to myſelf; looking thoughtfully at 


Arrette, as ſhe came in that moment 
with my breakfaſt.) Tell me, Ar- 


Forte, hen we ſhall walk in the 


garden.— 


When you pleaſe, madam; my 
© miſtreſs is going to to ſee her ſiſter, 
© who is ill, and who lives two miles 


« diſtant,—She expects. ſhe myſt fit 
«up with her all night—No perſon 


© thinks: ſhe will live, madam, and 
n miſtreſs has no other relation in 


© the world, except her ſiſter 's huſ- 
c band. n 


THE I could not, with all the art F was 
$ < miſtreſs of, 7 grieved at this 
„ rectal 


i 
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recital of the poor dame's illneſs ; it 


was a moment full of hope! full 


of flattering deſign, and trembling 


ſuſpenſe! To brave the worſt, I 
reſolved to entice Arrette into the 
garden, and endeavour to detain 


her there till the hour appointed 
by the Cordelier ſhould arrive. 
Arrette was ſtrong and robuſt ; but 
my courage was equal; my cun- 
ning, (or, if you pleaſe, my pru- 


dence) ſuperior to her's. 
Marizeme drank tea with me in 
my apartment that evening; and as 


fcandal gives the higheſt flavour to 
the plain bohea of the ruſtic, as 
well as to the hyſon of the city 


lady, I was regaled with a tolera- 
ble ſhare—The wife of the Dean 
had leered at the Curate on Sunday; 


the Curate had whiſpered - the 


ran -maid on Monday; the Dairy- 
© © maid 
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'* maid was in love with the Coach- 
man, and had met him on Tueſ- 
* day; the Coachman and the Dairy- 
© maid looked ſignificantly at each 
© other, on Wedneſday; their looks 
« were in a fit of devotion or jealouſy, 
journalized by an old maid of fixty;. 
* who condemned them on Thurſ- 
6, day, prayed for their ſouls in the 
church on the Friday; and ardent- 
£-ly ſtruggled for grace, that berſelf 
© might never profane the taberna- 
cle of the Seeed * 


How eng it FRE be, Ma 
© rizeme,? (ſaid I with the utmoſt gra- 
vity) did all women, hate ſcandal 

© as you do—what fond. wife would 

© be jealous? What huſband would 
. © be, unbappy.? Your purity, your: 
* juſtice, your charity, are virtues. 
. © none can rob you. of ! But your fi- 
| . lence! 


0. 
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© lence! — How ineſtimable a gift 
* would your ſilence be to 


© It is impoſſible, Madam! I never 


can teach my neighbours to be ſi- 


© lent; they will be talking for ever 


about each other there is my poor 
ſfſiſter, who now lies ill, cannot be 
believed on her death bed! She ſays 
2 her malady is the cholic, and that 
< Jacintha, the Squire's ſempſtreſs, 
© had the cholic too—but Jacin- 
5 tha ſays, my poor ſiſter's diſorder 
is not the cholic, and that the 


Squire told her ſo—ſo you ſee, 


Madam, no body can eſcape.” 


© What a pity! Good Marizeme 

< will you take this trifle to your ſiſter ? 
and may I walk this evening in the 
garden with Arretie ?'— | 


„That 
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© That you may. Thank you; if 


1 ſhould not come home in time, 


my brother-in-law ſhall come— 
good evening to you, Madam; I 
am overjoyed to ſee you ſo mild 
and ſo peaceable. 


© Marizeme departed ; Day went 


down, and Night. aroſe with the 


chaſte Moon on her boſom ; when 
I perſuaded the unſuſpecting Ar- 
rette to accompany me into the 
garden, under the pretence of col- 
Icing glow-worms—we found but 
one; no matter, one was enough for 


my learned ſpeculation. 


© This little glow-worm, Arrette, 


is an emblem of humility and ten- 


derneſs; bereft of wings, or of the 
power of raiſing herſelf from the 
earth, ſhe lies concealed through 


ehe _y among blades of graſs ; 


© when 
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© when darkneſs ſummonſes the more 
* gaudy infects, whole beauteous 
© colourings ſolely depend on light, 
© and which when once deprived of, 
« they fink in ſullen filence, this 
* timid creature hails the venerable 
5 night, ſips the dew, and-invites her 
© capricious lover to partake, who is 
formed by Nature to expand his | 
© wings in air — 


© But, Madam, the carries brim- 
8 ſtone | TY * 


© No, Arrette; this lucid emana- 
tion is harmleſs ; philoſophers, I 1 
© believe, have never ſatisfied them- 1 
© ſelves on the nature of this bright- | 1 
© neſs; moſt of them deem it the 4 
effect of love. We will ſearch for 1 
more. | 


1 
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It grows late, Madam. 


© But the moon ſhines ſo benignly 
Arrette; let us fit down on this 
bank a few minutes Do you ob- 
ſerve that ſtar ?? 


R i 


= oa 


©. Yes, Madam.“ 

© That is Sirius, in the mouth of 
the great dog——unluckily>the ſud- 
den howl of a dog, at the garden 
gate, confuſed Arrette's ideas, and 
abruptly « ended my aſtonomical 
lecture. Still I loitered, {till pro- 
longed the moments. The church 
bell at laſt firuck the Cordelier's 
purpoſed hour. How my heart 
fluttered! I drew near the gate, 
which was not too high for a man 
- <9 climb; and, once over, I was 
certain he could remove the bars 
on 


1 


La) 
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on the inſide ; and, trembling with 
keen expectation, I continued to 
divert Arrette—in vain I—in vain ! 
— The minutes flew ! All was ſtill ! 


All dreary to my diſappointed ſoul ! 
The maid grew impatient at my 


lingering; Deſpair began to ſadden 
the proſpet—I could not forego 


my wiſhes] Painful feeling! — 
Whilſt ſitting with my attention 


fixed on the gate, immoveable, and. 


heedleſs of Arrette's remonſtrance, 
the bell again ſtruck,” and warned 
me the. hour of preſervation was 
paſt. I aroſe! No Cordelier ap- 
peared ; but the brother of Ma- 
rizeme came running down the 


garden walk, frighted, and offici- 
ouſly impertinent at finding-us ab- 
ſent. To this ſevere and rough re- 
buke of Arrette, I dared to oppoſe 


a kind of reaſoning, which I hoped 
Vor. III. F * would 
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would ſoften his - ferocious ſpirit. 
Alas! he was darkly ignorant, and 
| © rudely great. In endeavouring to 
# © mitigate the puniſhment of Arrette, 
4 = © I came in for a ſhare; but as my 
| _ paſſions had long been corrected, 

I reſolved this brutal clown ſhould 
not affect me. 


— 
N 


= 


a 6 


| How does your wife,” (ſaid I) 
maſter Sotenville ?'— N 


A 


© don't . replied he. 


0 What makes you ſo peeviſh — 
0 Why did you leave her? 


gBecauſe they ſaid I could do no 
6 good there, and that I had better 
j © come and look to you—and ſince. 
II nd you ſo freakiſh at night, I 
= 4. „ el 


4 


-C: 


B18 % * 
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ſhall take care you don't get the 


cholic too. 

©] had never under · valued the 
gift of ſilence When Ignorance 
is loud, Wiſdom ſhould ſhrink with- 


in her coat of mail, and not ſpeak, 
but act. My ſeaſon of action was 
not yet arrived; I however felt it 


too much below my dignity of ſoul 


to ſhare the vulgar railings of a 
clown, and ſuffered him to lead 
me quietly to my chamber. Where 
T gave myfelf up to deſpair, wiſh- 


ed for death, but dared not jump 


the life to come, or impiouſly 
ruſh into the preſence of my Crea- 
tor: and, over-laden with conflic- 
ting paſſions, laid my head on the 
pillow, hardened by diſappoints 


8 


ment, and forſaken by balmy ſlum- 
ber; I could not reſt; * mind 
i F 2 © grew 


9 8 
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grew diſordered ; and impatient. 


F 


under this long ſeries of unmerit- 
ed diſtreſs, —Starting from the bed, 


1 haſtily traverſed the 3 „bull 


en! 2 . 

| n 

55 How long 00 1 WR, on this 
lingering exiſtence ? Of what value 
am I amiſt unnumbered worlds? 


I may die - who made thoſe laws 


which ſet my feeble will againſt 
the will of Heaven? Man, pre- 


ſumptuous man! Who would lu- 


dicrouſly draw down. a. Deity to 


combat with a worm. But my 
friends will grieve—ſo they would 


if they had loſt their gold. But 


they will grieve for- my ſoul—why 2 


will it not be with my Creator? Is 
it not more Mate to truſt him than 


mercileſs man? Hence! ye ſu- 


perſtitious bigots, ye know not 
0 whom 


* 5 - 


* 
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whom ye plead for, nor whom ye 


| would condemn ! — 


4 My cheeks les with the fe- 
ver of defperation, my hands trem- 
bled, and the blood in my veins 


ached with beating frenzy. 


* To-morraw ! and to-morrow ! 
What of theſe morrows ?—will they 


not be like my yeſterdays ? Shall 
1 not leave them behind in the 
ou! ph of oblivion, as if they never 
had been? What veſtige will re- 


main? What record betray, that 
Emily lived, tafted the cup of woe, 
and turned from it with diſdain ꝰ 
I want refit ! my Father too! He 
muſt be wretched ! Inhuman ruf- 
fians to profane ſo ſacred, ſo gentle 
a form- my Father !—Has He ſo 
long ſtruggled with the ills of life, 


LES -: © and 


4 
- 

4 
1 
4 
9 
* 
| 
li 
% 


* 


6 * 


XR * „ ” - 24 


” wo 


* 


c | 


102 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 


and reached its faded proſpects 
with an unſullied mind, to bluſh 


for me? Am I the danghter of the 


Count de Marſan? Dare my de- 
parting ſoul look up and bid him 


bleſs the victim of ſelf. murder? 
Horror ! Tremendous horror! | 


; The image of my Father melted 
my ſtubborn heart, whilſt a flood 
of ſilent tears welcomed that be⸗ 


loved parent back to my late dif- 
torted fancy; and my paſſions ha- 
ving been waſted by their own 

raging,” I fat wrapped in ſtupor, 
when the morning ſun ſaluted 


, 
n * * N N 
me. j a N f N 3» 


« Artete brought my breakfaſt; I 
enquired if her. angry maſter was 
returned to his home? ſhe anſwered 


—no—her tone of voice, [ ap eat 
pro- 
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« proclaimed ſhe had been weeping, 
and 1 requeſted her to tell me the 


4 caulf; 


© I only ſaid, Madam, that you 


© were no more mad than myſelf, 
© and Maſter nern threatened to : 
turn me away. | 


_—_ 


1 Poor mai | Do. not cry, Ar- 


. rette; ; the good are the care of hea- 
0 ven. 


. © So my ald ſchool-miſtreſs uſed 
to teach ug—but—but—l begin to 
© thing heaven never looks at what 


« ſome people do.“ 


| © Who are the people that, in 
your opinion, eſcape its eye, Ar- 
rette? 


F 4 Lour 
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© Your brother for one, Madam, 
* and Maſter Sotenville for ano · 
7 7 5 ther.” ; 


/ 


And what do you think of your- 
Nie Arrette ? 


* 


Me, Madam —1 never did any 
harm, nor never will: I am ſue [ 
do all the good I can; for though 
I have no money to give away, 
- © except a few half-pence on a Sun- 
day, I pity the aged.—There is 
poor Jumineere, who cuts wood, 
and lives in-the -cabin behind the 
hill, I have many times comfort- 
ed when I ſaw him ſhivering in 
a froſty morning.” 


LY 


A a a 


„ 


© You could afford comfort to Ju- 
© mineere, AIrente, will you deny it 
r me? 


114. 
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1 do pity you, Madam; God 
only knows I do. * 


K 


© But will you ſerve me? Will you 
aſſiſt me to eſcape from this con- 
finement, in which I am placed by 
Aa villain, who I underſtand calls 
himſelf my brother—indeed Ar- 
rette, he is not my brother - but 
I fear he will prove wy mur- 
derer.— 


8 


NMurderer l Lord! Madam; fo 
fine a gentleman! I now am afraid 
« you are going beſide YO 


- 


6, | Pani me not, Arrette; but "RY 
< lieve me, if you aid my eſeape, my 
Father, who is a gentleman of 
fortune, will make you a rich lady.“ 


5 Then, Madam, hap well or hap 
Fs WE 
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1 5 5 ill, you ſhall go from the power of 
© ſuch avile man.? 


8 But h 155 ſhall T depart ? You ſee 
my dreſs is fingular, I may be 
© ſeized on that account by the firſt 
© that meets me: my appearance 
© would ſubject any woman to great 
danger; no perſecution is ſo ſtfong, 
© no vengeance fo bitter as that of 
mt < the Religeuſe. in | 


"In" brief, J related niy melan- 
© choly tale with fome omiſſions. 
© The gentle Arrette wept for me, 
© railed at Roderique, and we ſtudi- 
«ed, with all our cunning, to lay 
ſome plan for my eſcape. We at 
© laſt propoſed that Arrette ſhould 
from time to time furniſh me with 
© a ſuit of her apparel, and let me 
< 15 at the garden gate when Maſter 


. 


1 Sotenville 


5 
, 
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E Sotenville was gone home to his 
good ſpouſe, and Marizeme was 
| 6 retired to bed. | | 


Our little ſcheme finiſhed, Ar- 
cg rette withdrew; and, ſtill hoping. 
5. to ſee the Cordelier, I patiently 
read, often praying for the depar- 
©. ture of Clown Sotenville. 


" Four tedious days, and as many 
6 - nights, did I reckon the hours: as: 
the church-bell reckoned them to- | 
me. How. aſtoniſhing. that the ö 
Cordelier ſhould fail me! Death! 
and Death. untimely Death could: 
© alone prevent. him ! Poor Cor- 
«. delier ! Life ever- hangs. over the 
grave, like a. bloſſom over the 
. ſea | How highly we prize exiſ- 
6 tence ! how ſoon. it periſhes within. 
©. the graſp of unholy violence! rob - 
bers, aſſaſſins what is more dread- 
5 ful?- The ſecret vultures of the 
Yo 6, | 6.ſtate- 


- 


— 


2 
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© ſtate, who drink the richeſt blood 
* in France, may be filently follow- 
ing every ſtep thou takeſt over this 


© degraded realm! Perhaps, whilſt 
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* I am lamenting thee, angels are 
« wafting thy prayer to heaven, or 
thou art breathing my name in the 
agony of death, 


, The path 1 which ] firſt 
ſaw him flowly advancing; the 
hedge, whence he. had. culled his 
herbs or flowers, and the ſtone on 
which he had . ſat alternately, at- 
tracted me; and as I tarried to 
read, ſtill. I looked out every mo- 
ment to ſee if he was coming. 


. Arrette had now. 721 me 
with the ſeveral articles of female 
dreſs; 1 concealed them beneath 
my bed; and when Marizeme viſit- 
9 W. . 


* 3 
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ed me on her return, I received 


her with that ſatisfaction and chear- 
fulneſs with which hope gladdens 
the heart and irradiates the fea- 
tures. The following night was to 
be the time when I meant once 


more to tempt my wayward ftars ; 


where to go, or which road to take, 


I could not determine; however, 


I reſolved- to eſcape; and, as no 
path. could lead to more certain de- 
ſtruction than this, with which I 


was ſurrounded ; to truſt to chance, 


or rather to that great Power who 


1s PAs of PO deſign. 


9 Thus blind to event, yet (RM 


' a — 


the neceſſity of proving it, I be- 


gan to fancy a number of the new 


incidents, and romantic adventures 


1 ſhould. encounter in my peram- 
bulations as a ountry girl, and 
endea- 
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* endeavoured to divert the preſent 
< gloom. with the idea of beholding. 


© humble life, and the charms of 


« fimplicity unſullied by the varniſh, 
6 of wo world.” 


© In rural Wands: Purity holds her: 
« empire; the very air is hers, the 
© heart drinks it as ambroſia from 
© heaven. She hangs her ſweetneſs. 
© on every leaf; ſhe warms, without 
« corrupting the imagination. | 


„But with all this enthuſiaſm for 


© beauties of ſimple Nature, I thought, 


© it would ever be impoſſible for me- 
to be Nannette' enough for a cher- 
© ry-cheeked | Lubin—I meant to. 
« wrap Emily from. vulgar view; but- 
c ſtill purpoſed to look in upon her, 
< even when gleaning after the weary. 
2 terer, Mould: that taſł be my lot. 


— 


* 


* «.'Theſe: 


\ 
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© 'Theſe were pretty waking dreams: 
© to diſpel them, and deſtroy my 
© hopes, a carriage and four ſtopped 
© at Marizeme's door—I ſhook with 
© terror, when the Governor of this 
caſlle alighted. He was alone; 
© but delivered a letter to Marizeme, 
in which ſhe was enjoined by Ro- 
« derique, to deliver the lady to the 
«© kind protection of the bearer, and 


© to' receive, the large reward he 
* ſhould offer. 


» Miritdine came in haſte to my 
chamber, read the letter, congratu- 
© lated me in her way, on my ſound 
© ffate of mind, iny brother's ten- 
« derneſs, and my approaching n 
© berty.. 


| 


© Kneeling at ber feet, I implored, 
© her protection, begged her to em- 


ploy 
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ploy me in her field, her garden, 


or domeſtic cares. Save me ! only 


ſave me from this man, and I may 
ſoon be reſtored to my Father who 


w__ bleſs you and make you happy! f 


= You work 10 the garden ! you 


„ M a 8 


work in the field! good dear 
young lady, is it not better to be 
dreſſed, and go and ride in your 1 
coach, and have your maids to wait 
on you; and e 


© Dormoud was too artful or too 
impatient to ſuffer. a long eclair - 
ciſement; he hurried up the ſtairs, 
approached me with the moſt inſi- 


nuating addreſs, and told me he 


was not the abettor, but the op - 
poſer of Roderiquie's infamous pur- 
poſe.— Turning to Marizeme, he 
ſaid, good woman; I with to ſpeak. 
* 
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* a few words in private n this 
1 lady. 


Stay, Marizeme, 1 charge you 
not to leave me ! — 


_ © Suffer not your mind to be ter- 
© rified with imaginary danger, Ma- 
dam; permit me to lead you down 
ſtairs— I ſwear by all you hold ſa- 
cred, never to compel you to pur- 
ſue your own ſafety.” 


g This wy TNT all he ſaid. 1 
fixed my eyes earneſtly on him and 


K 


3 


nions.“ 


_ £:Only hear me (cominued:; he) 
and when you are acquainted with 
my motives, act agreeably to your 
judgment. Pray allow me, Ma- 
dam, 


began to agger from my 
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* dam, to ſpeak with you, at the 
© door, in this old lady's garden, or 
© where you may think more proper ; 


Thave much to ſay, and my infor- 
mation concerns you much. 


_ * 


Without giving me time to re- 


* ply, he took my hand, I followed 


© him down the ſtairs obedient, from 
* mingled emotions of curiòſity, fuſ- 
« penſe, and wonder. Fol 


© As I turned through the back 


door into the garden, liſtening at- 
© tentively to profeſſions of honor, 


© friendſhip, and the many virtues - 


© ſo eaſily profaned, we were ſoon 
© out of Marizeme's hearing, when 
« Dormoud addreſſed me with that 
© yehemence which we admire in an 
0 angious peel 
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© Leave this houſe immediately, if 
© you would not be the prey of a vile 
lain. Roderique 1s. no penitent, he 
© never felt compunction on the part 
© of female delicacy ; in his brutal 
gaiety he ridicules you; in his 
more malicious reſerve, plans 
your deſtruction; revenge more 
* than love ſeems to actuate him. 
« It is not long fince I became ac» 


* quainted with this young libertine; 
© but he ſays, that you have been the 


KL cauſe: of his brother's death, that 
© he will never marry, nor ſuifer you 
ever to eſcape him.—I am not fa 
far the friend of another man's 


© vices as to with him ſucceſs, and if 


© you are not determined by ill-timed 
fears to accelerate your own ruin, 
come with me,” 8 


Whither ſhall I go! Who are 
my friends! I have no aſylum ! 
Come 
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* 


2 a. a 4444 


1 


Come with me; truſt my honor! 


my friendſhip, my humanity; per 


dition ſieze the man who would 
violate the mind. 2 


Will you reſtore me to my fa- 


ther * 


6 1 know not your father—Rode- 
rique, one day, unguardedly men- 


tioned you as a beautiful prize; 
and I ingratiated ' myſelf with him 
merely to behold you: ſhocked at 
his conduct, I have meditated on 


your ſufferings, and reſolve to prove 
your deliverer. Let me conjure 


you Madam not to prolong the mo- 


ments ere 1 I 


C Would you not eonduct me to the 


villain you condemn ! Have you 
not his rf Are you not com- 


> miſ- 


a X a & 


* 
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miſſioned by him? What am I to 


think, Sir. Can I accompany you 


with my judgment ſo bewildered, 


under circumſtances ſo incompati- 


ble with all you can aſſert? No! 
If you would generouſly point me 


to the path of peace, if you would 
comfort a mind long agitated, leave 
me, Sir, let me purſue my own. 
method of Lale. 

c You have but few hours to en- 
ſure it, Madam. Roderique is now 
on the road, and haſtening hither. 


This .night—refle& one moment! 


The letter I have ſhewn your, 
good hoſteſs is not” from Rode- 


rique; the money I have given her 


was my own, ſhe is deceived, the 
letter was forged for that purpoſe, 
and you have a ſhort, a very ſhort 
time to diſengage yourſelf from the 

« ſnaxes, 
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© ſnares, formed by Rodetique's de- 

1 and Rrengthened' wy Ma- 
5 rizeme's * 


Gracious heaven! Why is my 
feeble underſtanding ſo attacked on 
every ſide? Standing this moment 
on the verge of infamy, my ſoul 
benighted, and inveloped in clouds 
of terror and black ſuſpicion ; what, 
what mortal aid can I implore ? 
what illumination can human know- 
ledge throw before me) | 


* iT 


= Turoing quickly to Dormoud ; 
"agitated with a ſenſe of my imme- 
diate danger, and ſuddenly recol- 
lecting the little plan I had formed 
with Arrette—1 replied— _—_— 


3 


Go, Sir! my ſafety lies within 
myſelf, you have avowed a diſin- 
« tereſted- 


Still Lobſtinately perſiſted | in his | 
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tereſtedneſs in your aſſiduity, 1 


have a right to believe your mo- 
tives are honorable, and will here 


offer you my poor acknowledg- 
ments; ſhould you in future mo- 
ments feel ſelf-approbation on my 
account, your reward will be 
greater than any I can offer For 
me, whilſt wandering on, nothing 


remains but innocence and a grate- 


ful remembrance of you, who have 
been my preſerves.” 


Dormoud was ſtruck I thought 


pity for a moment beamed from his 


eyes, which ſoon declined into cha- 
© grin and diſappointment. 


TRY wichaut me. 


e 1 ben will. you depart, Ma- 
© dam? 


" 
— — 
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dam? Noon is paſt—you can reach 
no place of ſafety this night. Why 
will you invite danger to return ? 
It has left you but for an interval, 
not worth recording on the annals 
of time; bur, be it ſo! May you 
be happy till we meet again—re- 
© member you will owe nothing to 
my honor or my friendſhip—once . 
deceived, you now are full of miſ- 
anthropic diſtruſt, and will for ever 
remain unbleſt, ſince mutual con- 
© fidence is the only cement of bu: 
bo man blifs.” 22 — | 


. un ion of confidence, till it 
© has ceaſed to be the bane of wo- 
man, and the bait of man. 


We had now returned back to 
© the houſe, diſſatisfied with each 
© other. The carriage waited, the 

| 5 attendants 
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© attendants ſtood ready to obey their 
© thaſter—Marizeme took my hand, 
* and wiſhed me a good journey; 
© when I told her, frownivgly, to 80 
67 berſelf.— | 


* * — . 
4 55 » at , 
* 1 — 


a 1 go! For lhe Madam — 
| (aid the aſtoniſhed woman) * a pret- 
-_- HDR Os to 10 inſtead of 
0 Rue 5 Se voc Fob 7 or 


* 7 
Try * „„ - 
4 - 
>  +# T 


1 vil! not 48515 . 


Then you ſhould ba carried, by 


© my conſent,” (replied ſhe with 2 8 


— 


tie e boldneſs und ſelf-ſufficienc 70 

0 Nojn no; (ald Decitioud archly) 
take your ward back to her apatt- 
ment, the will repent this fit 'of 
0 ſtubbornneſß. 


* 


| Vox, III. G Fit ! 
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. » © Fit! ſaid Marizeme, we have 
had ſuch a plague with her [h y, 
Sir, ſhe was going once I thought 

© to fly up the chimney—God bleſs 


© ye, Sir, take her with you, I am 


afraid to go to bed at night. Al- 
- ©" lowing the is a little wild now and 


© then, you can manage her Why 
© your ſervants ſtand like poſts— 
© why dont they take her in their 


arms and put her into the car- 


* riage—T could carry her myſelf for 
© her weight. 


» og % % 
f 7 


© The coachman, who was a fat 


« red-faced man, without ſpeaking, 


© lifted me in a moment into the car- 


© fiage—I ſaw Dormoud {mile'at him, 
and, heedleſs of my praying or 
© tears, the latter followed me, kept 


me on the ſeat, and bad the ſer- 
© vants drive on. | 


* 5 3 | 
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© I could no longer look up! 
The ſun ſhone, hills, vallies, and 
crowded groves partook of his 
ſplendor, and microſcopic. atoms 
revelled in his beams. Theſe de- 
lights were not for me. They were 
only peculiar to the objects who 


could taſte them; I could not. 


* And juſt ſo (I ſilently reflected) 
will Nature ſupport her gaiety when 
I am laid low in eternal night ! 
Am I then to ſuffer to no end ? 
Does Heaven take no cognizance 
of my ſorrows ? no; all is great, all 
uniform, on one almighty and ever- 
laſting plan; and till a leſſer power 
can. jar a greater, the human heart 


muſt contend with humap ill; ſwell 


with its own paſſions, and diflolve in 
its own weakneſs, without diſcom- 
poſing the beauty of creation. 
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If I thus appeared calm when 
abſorbed by thought, and by de- 
ſpair, it was becauſe my whole 
ſpirit ſeemed wandering from the 
evil near: nor did I notice Dor- 
moud for ſome hours; and whe- 
ther his filence proceeded from re- 
ſpect, or artfulneſs, in leaving me 
to recover myſelf, I did not then 
queſtion : but, when he ſpoke, it 
Was with mildneſs and ſubmiſſion, 
expreſſing himſelf highly gratified 
in uſhering me from dark obſcurity 
into the admiration of the world. 


| © Deteſted world! Great vortex of 
inexplicable vice Why art thou 
ſo full of the powers of life? Since 
thou canſt not aſſemble thoſe powers 
in any one form, ſufficiently har- 
monius to make that form com- 
« pleatly bleſt.— 

e e 


| 
| 


A 
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© Be calm, Madam! Teach me 


* 


how to comfort you! and my aſ- 
ſiduous friendſhip ſhall end but 
with my exiſtence." 


N 


Friendſhip, Sir! Did you name 
friendſhi Pp Deen 


2 


1 did.“ 


- 7 BF dae you conſidered i it well gf 
If ever 1 riſago. honey 
© gave the lie to the tongue, every 
feature of Dormoud ſpoke truth at 
this moment, He viewed me with 


an attention bordering on fear, bis 


lips quivered, and he was ſilent. 


Have you conſidered it well, Sir?“ 
* Friendſhip fits on a hair fo fine- 


* Iy woven, that it plays to the breath 
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of human frailty ; great ſkill is 
required from thoſe who hold it, 
* and who would not wiſh it broken. 
Patience, Fidelity and Affection are 
C its ſupporters; and the man who 
can yield thoſe qualities, but in 
death, never deſerved the name of 
Friend. 


# Madam—] may not have a gener- 
© al idea of Friendſhip, in your ſenſe 
of the word; I can only fay, if you 
© will allow me to ſerve you, I am at 

* your ſervice.” 55 


. © cannot allow you to ſerve me, 
Sir, if your friendſhip is without 
© honour, or your regard without ſelf- 
denial. You will therefore be con- 
vinced, by my frankneſs, that on 
yourſelf muſt depend my future gra- 


« titude, or your appointment“ 
- ; c Be 


A 6a 


: La ' 


THE ROYAL" CAPTIVES. 127 


He it ſo; I ſhall ſtill look for- 
ward, Madam, but will not be an- 


« gry.” 


* 


« I was filent from indignation and 
« contempt, Yet this man continu- 
ed to treat me with a ſoftened man- 
*. ner, very different from the hard | 
© rudeneſs of Roderique. I have | 
« reaſon to think he ſtudies: to gain 
* my affections; but to what pur- 
© poſe? Only to enhance the plea- 
* ſure of triumph. Every attention 
woman claims was paid me by Por- 
© moud and his attendants; but I 
* was never left without a guard, till 
©] arrived at this Caſtle. And here 
© his love ſeems ſuperior to his prin- 
© ciples ; at leaſt it keeps them at a 


© pauſe, I have no hope of ever 
* eſcaping from this place. The 


a 


Cordelier renders my ſituation to- 
G 4 © lerable, 
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© lerable, but I feel a ſecret dread 
© leſt my malignant fate may involve 
« him.” | 3 


e But ly did be not fulfil his 


6] aſſignation at the garden gate? 80 
66 OY" beloved; his 1 Was 


9 great * 


5 He was arreſted by ſome ſecret 


ſpies on that very day (as he fince 


informed me) but having a paſs- 
© port, together with credentials of 


high authority' in his boſom, in- 


© ſtead of being buried in a dungeon, 
* he was permitted, at his own re- 
"queſt; to officiate here. 5 


** 


Bs Did he know you were in this 


40 Caſtle —9.— 


1 <1 Mere be did not peficively ; ; 
* Put © 
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but he knew by what kind of per- 


* ſon I was conveyed from the houſe 


© of Marizeme ; by Arrette's deſcrip- 
© tion. Le Tellier, and the Mar- 


© quis De Louvois are his friends, 


and Dormoud reſpects him. 


Now, Sir, I have given you all 


© the ſatisfaction in my power. Here 
* 1 am ſurrounded by complicated 
terrors ; loſt to my Father, in hour- 
© ly expeCtation of death, and ſu- 
« perior. to a man I once es. 
8 worthy my affection. 


a 


ce Very fine, very heroic, Miſs 
« Emily ! the man you hint at, I 


« ſuppoſe, is not the cruel Corde- 
4e lier ! he alone can bleſs the wretch- 


«ed e e us 


s Inſolent Henry ag 


rr 


ere mig At Os, 
— 
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ec Inconſtant Emily! Was it for 
« this you robbed me of the plea- 
6e fing proſpects of my youth, de- 
« ſtroyed the hopes, of my noble 
« Father, and drove every image 
* from my ſoul, that you might fix 


A 


.n 


your eee e for ever 


c there? 


he Good God ! Is ir ie poſible this 


can be Henry . 


It is that Henry whoſe form will 
&© viſit 37555 on your dying ne ”, 


Emily pauſed for a moment—her 
filence ſeemed tremendous to my af- 
flicted heart; when, to compleat my 
miſery, ſhe threw herſelf on her 
knees; and, with her eyes darting 
aſtoniſnment and wild deſpair, ex- 
claimed.— 


a Hear 
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© Hear me, righteous Power ! Re- 
© cord my firm, my everlaſting vow ! | 
* Whilſt appealing to thee! I here | 
© abjure, renounce, and throw from 
my injured memory—', 


« Hold! Emily! Dear deſtroyer 
? « of my peace!“ -I could breathe 
| no more claſping her to my boſom, 
HF I raiſed her from the earth, and' 
| bathed her cheek with my tears. 
« Faithleſs as thou art, ſwear not to 
«© hate me !” * 


Nr r 2 


P 
3 wares wen edt nee 2 ³¹t 


Diſengaging herſelf from mv hold, 

- ſhe betrayed that true dignity of ſoul | 

few women are informed with; and 

which awes at ſome moments the moſt 

profligate mind. She ſcorned all a. | 

round her; ſhe was filent—her filence 
gave me no relief - my eyes till pur- 
Ts © OT ſued 
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| ſued her as ſhe moved, and I endea- 
| | voured to reſume the converſation. 
| Jou perceive I am unhappy; ; 
0 1} yo are convinced I ſuffer for you; 
4 tell me, ſincerely, do you love the 
I *© Cordelier ?? . 
4 « I do'—ſhe replied, with an afſum- 
1 ed Fee Fr Ba On 
| „ What then will fave you from 
[1 « long progreſſive guilt ?—Guilt, ſo 
«c infinite and inſatiable in his ob- 
i: jects; that your, ſoul, once the ha- 
i I bitation of every virtue, will be- 
I come, by indulging it, a dreadful 


* ene of OY 


Lou will ſave me from this train 
CE 2 evil! WF 


of 


ce How! el! O teach me to 
8 preſerve you !” 


By 


* 
- 
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By leaving me, — by troubling me 
© no more with your remonſtrances, 
by humbling me no more with your 
baſe imputations; by keeping ſecret 
all you ſee and hear reſpecting me 
and the Cordelier; in whom live 
my ſlender hopes of happineſs, 
of life, and of liberty. Serve him, 
obey him, hold his every direction 
'© ſacred ; in revealing what you know, 

you deſtroy yourſelf, the Cordeher 
6; and ann 


* GA K 


a / ,6 


« 


6 ls it likely I can do all this But 
* this trial of my ſenſes muſt not, 
cc cannot hold! Madneſs alone can 
« fave me from remembrance. Re- 
turn! Return ye hours, when Emily 
% was . ng true! ! | 


« Go (aid the Ruble * al- 
moſt 
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moſt weeping) © try to compoſe Your- 
« ſelf; I need. not adviſe you to the 
5 deliberation—Whether the woman 
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4 c n ſuſpect be n your love.” 
1 BY I retired, bar not to reſt not to 
1 that compoſure Emily had with ſo 
4 much cruel coldneſs recommended. 
| | True, I had ſuſpected her faith, and 
[| her obdurate pride would not ſubmit 
1 to remove my ſuſpicions. But what 
vas I now to purſue? What could 
[ this priſon afford to ſweeten the bit- 
1 terneſs of ſoul, I every hour ſeemed + 
of deſtined to augment for myſelf; and 
| | Emily, if ſhe loves the Cordelier, why 
1 ſhould I oppoſe her wiſhes? Is my 
| affection for her of that ſelfiſh 
l kind that I cannot ſee her bleſt, 
| without myſelf being miſerable ?— 
4 Happy Cordelier, I wil reſign her 
1 to thee, 
The 
Eb. ' 
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The return of Dormoud to the caſ- 
tle, varied the melancholy ſcene in 
ſome degree. Not the troubles of his 
king, or the dangers of his country, 
could affect him. He appeared to be 
compoſed and even unwearied by vo- 
luptuouſneſs. His luxurious monarch 
never had a better reſemblance than 


Dormoud. 


When diniog with him, ſome few 
days after his return, he converſed 
with all that careleſs gaiety natural to 
him, and told me, he had viſited his 

little frozen beauty. 


os Let hoary "ſtateſmen, to whoſe 
wiles France is now bowing her lofty 
head, fix again her political caſe ; 

what have I to do if the fabric fall, 
biit to flip from under it in time? 
J am but one; as one, I will live 
for myſelf the King does the ſame: 
what elevates me ſtill higher, is, 


that 


1 


! @ 
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that my lovely priſoner gives me 


hope; and, only prays me to give 


4 _ diſturbed af this e declaration, 
but concealed my ſurpriſe. Taking 
the glaſs, he continued— 


© May Emily be converted by the 
© virtue of Dormoud !“ I took my 
glaſs and drank, May Dormoud be 


£6: converted by the virtue of Emily 17 


Very well, fir; when Iam as cold 

© as you to the charms of Emily, I 

© ſhall, from dull neceſſity, prove as 

£ virtuous. What lectures you often 
c give me over the bottle! be firſt a 
loyer, and love will teach you, that 
virtue is not negative but active. 
* What! is your ſermonizing finiſhed? | 

J Hab! I have ſtruck upon the true 

$15 © text; 
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* text; come, do not be tedious. in 
drawing up your comment. 


* 


e Nera vice is virtue. — 


« Stupid, trite - affertion—but, like 


' well to exerciſe an infinity of Ns: * 


* 


which diſſolve as ſoon as born, leav- 
ing Virtue and Vice to the power of 
Imagination; and the imagination 


to the check of human law. But 
*. amidſt all our pleaſing contradictions 


of and inſtructive diſputes, I feel hap- 


« pineſs with you. Since I left the 
« caſtle, ;:my mind formed. only for 


love and pleaſure, has been Kept. 3 in 


6 4 tumult,” 


; 


c You Kin been with]. * 
et Sen 


0 I have 
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I have been with my ſuperiors 
in office, and my ſuperiors in po- 
litical miſery; who tremble for 
their authority, which is diſputed. 
© In brief, we are to work hard, or 
© Power will ſteal into other hands, 
4 
Cc 


a ©% 


A 


who by the bye, may not treat her 
with as much mfolence as we have 


6 done. 


Power makes every a man inſo- 
« lent; human Nature is, was, and 
© will be, invariably the fame; 
66 Power bas her courſe fixed and 
ce ſteady; all would drive her cha- 
& riot, and all are but Phætons, 
© more or leſs. Some keep her feat 
ic for a day, others for weeks, or 


4c months, and ſome for years; and 


« years paſt are not worth one com- 
te ing moment. Self love bids every 


« man languiſh for Power; but who 
EY, ce tells 


— 
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« tells him his virtues would be 
« greater than thoſe of his fellow, 
cc was he in the ſame ſituation ; "ag 


— : 


'I care not for power further than 


dit promotes the enjoyment of my 
. wiſhes.“ 


- 


— 


% Very natural philoſophy !—you 


ru have ſaid 852 thing.“ 4 


© But I am ſorry to add, Le Tel- 
© lier, and Louvois are not quite ſo 


6 happy ; troubles are riſing around 


A 


France; and incereafing, as they 
© roll, like tumultuous billows.” 


«© I have been a traveller many 
e years through diſtant countries, 
ce and am unacquainted with the 


3 chain of er events in | France.” 


It 
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* It is going oyer old ground with 
me, but. I am older than you, con- 
ſequently can give you ſome infor- 
mation though I deteſt politics! 
I really am wearied with the eternal 
ſubject; if change could happen 
that has never happened, ſuch 
change muſt exceed the order of 
Nature; I therefore conclude, 
change to be within the order 
of neceſſity. However, ſince that 


fatal eve of Saint Bartholomew, 
when the Huguenots were maſla- 
cred, and the brave Admiral Colig- 


ny their champion ſlain, the growl of 


rebellion has been heard along the 
ſhores of France, like that of a 


lioneſs robbed of her young. To 
deſarts, ſecret caves, and ſolitary 
meetings, the murmuring Hugue- 
nots were driven and confined: 
ſtill they looked revengeful and 
© lowers 
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© lowering at the throne; at times 
© they endeavoured to ftrike at reiga- 
© ing power, but were too feeble, and 

generally ſubdued ; whilſt medals 
were ſtruck as triumphant emblems 
of a maſſacre in which fixty thou- 
ſand Huguenots had expired! Mur- 
© der and perſecution, at intervals, 
* ſwept away numbers ,of thoſe peo- 
ple; yet they haraſſed their op- 
* ponents through the ſucceſſive 
reigns of Henry III. who was aſ- 
ſaſſinated in his turn; and Henry 
TV, King of Navarre, who ſuc- 
ceeded him, and who likewiſe died 
© by the aſſaſſins dagger, having 
© previouſly ſigned the edict of Nantes, 
* by which the Huguenots were 
© allowed free exerciſe of their reli- 
gion, poſts of honor, and ſhare in 
the adminiſtration. This ſtroke of 
* policy fixed a pillar to the throne, 
'_ -, _— 
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© and malcontents, who found no re- 
© dreſs for paſt injuries, found leſs 
_ © encouragement to avenge them- 
© ſelves. Our preſent King is now 
© conſulting his cabinet on the revo- 
© cation of the edict of Nantes; and 
thouſands of Huguenots are fly ing 
im all directions. I hope it is only 
an alarm, ſince ſuch a decree would 
diſgrace his memory and weaken 
his power. | 
I was highly entertained, and o- 
bliged for Dormoud's information, to 
| which he added, Le Teller and 
© the Marquis de Louvois were in 
the utmoſt conſternation, on re- 
ceiving official accounts reſpecting 
the league of Augſburg forming 
by the Eleftor of Bayaria, the 
Duke of Savoy, and the Prince of 
© Orange. But let us not anticipate, 
7. N 
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* or loſe tha: pleaſure of the hour by 
conjuring up terrors only formed 
« by haggard and cowardly minds : 
if you are wiſe be jocular, reſolve 
to N. e 906 never 100k, back.” 


A 


A 


4 


#4 3 
ö & Impoſiible! "op am the ſlave of 
75 fad remembrance.” 


© So much the worſe. An hour 

gone by, is as far loſt to you as 

© the hour when Mrs. Eve innocently 

© made a fool of her huſband. Yet 

it is difficult for man to believe 

© this truth. He fits poring and bit- 

ing his thumbs, abſorbed by the 
© phantoms of memory, ; NOR: life 

glides on unobſerved. 


5 


- 


« 1 never found human language 
s decifive—it proves nothing; and 
8 it is a Leon what we live for— 
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& we Lantdiét live for the future 
Cc that never r somes; ; we do not live 
cc for the paſt that is for ever gone.“ 


© Right; we are made to act only 


1 up to the moment, therefore take 


joy in your arms, if the comes, and 
kick ſorrow to the d—1. For my 
part, whenever memory lays her 
map before me, I perceive, at the 
. firſt glance, that I am ſixty de- 
x grees from the land 1 loved, and 
inſtantly look round to ſee what 
the preſent ſpot affords. | 


K 


La) 


= You are not fixty years of age? 


t are you Sir,” 


No, my good friend; but 8 
* lomon himſelf took the ſame track. : 


1 never faw 5 man to. like my 


— father 


4 
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6“ father—your eyes, your hair, your 
c voice; nay, your very ſhape is 
66 like his. He was very tall, ſo are 
'66 | FOUs:: 


© And how can you tell whether I 
© am your father?” ſaid the Go- 
vernor, laughing heartily at my 
compariſon, and the confuſion into 
- which I had plunged with ſo much 


_ eaſe, 


| Obſerving he had ſilenced me by 

putting a queſtion which no man in 
the world is allowed to anſwer, he 
continued his merry jeer— 


* Can you be poſitive I am not 2 
* your father? When did you ſee 
5 him! 3 


Not for ſome years.” 


er, . i *198 
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© I certainly am the man—Hah ! 
Hah ! I wiſh we could prove it 
Tell me your mother's. name :— 
but—no—I ſhall never know by 
that alone. Well then, think me 
your father, and I will treat you 
kindly—next to my beautiful tor- 
mentor you ſhall ſhare my heart. 


71 <0 4a 4 


Ll 


I could never diſcern the depth of 
this man. He frequently pleaſed me by 
his ſoftened and delufive manner, yet 
T feared him. His thinking powers 
were great, but his vices were not 
leſs ; I ſhould have been imprudent 
and unwiſe, at any time, to have 
awakened his paſſions of the fiercer 
kind. 


© To-morrow evening, continued 
© Dormoud, will decide her fate.“ 
| „ What 
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ec What did you ſay, Sir >—fate! 
e - fate !--whoſe fate? 


© The fate of that capricious maid, 
whoſe yoke—I will no longer bear. 
I have kneeled and whined to lit- 
tle effect; my heart is too proud, 
and my wiſhes too forcible' to be 
trifled with by a pretty play-thing, 
in whoſe perſonal charms lie her 
ſole importance.” | 


. / 
A 0 A A N A 


How unjuſtly did this man con- 
ceive of Emily! Her only failing 
was inconſtancy to me ! To him, ſhe 
owed neither love, nor gratitude ; the 
wrongs he had offered, could only 
claim her indignation. I reſolved, 
if poflible, to ſee her, in the inter- 
- val; and if I could not avert her 
horrid. doom, to die in her defence, 
ignorant of her approaching ſorrows. . 


12: As 
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As I felt thoſe painful ideas in- 
creaſe, I-grew incapable of ſupport- 
ing the converſation, or of adding 
to the conviviality of Dormoud—and 
retired, leſt he ſhould perceive =y 

ebb of ſpirit. 


8 I indulged reflections which 

aroſe from genuine feeling; very un- 
like thoſe vague diſcuſſions attempted 
by myſelf and the Governor over 
the glaſs. Metaphyſical, unending 
theory, had nothing to do with my 
lamentation for ill-fated Emily. Pity, 
tenderneſs, every fine ſenſation of 
which the heart of man is ſenſible 
towards woman, conſpired to diffolve 
me into tears. 


Hapleſs maid! Thy mind was 
nurſed with care. Every idea that 
played in it, was Wee and 
born of heavenly innocence: no 


rude ſhock of 2 awake 
ene 
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ened thy fears, or thrilled, through 
thy ſoul, that ſudden horror which 1s 
fraught with burning confuſion. Thy 
Father ſmiled, and exulted in thy 
lovelineſs !/—Is there no angel, ap- 
pointed by the great Father of the 
world to watch over him. and 
thee? Short as the interval lies 
between thee and deſtruction! De- I 
fenceleſs as thou art from the vio- 
lence of a villain, ſome unforeſeen oc- 

| Currence may yet preſerve thy peace. 


Not contented with imaginary in- 
cidents that might never ariſe, I re- 
ſolved inſtantly on what muſt pre- 
ſerve her, or end me; and walked 
ſlowly to her apartment, where, had 
Dormoud ſurpriſed me, I muſt have 
explained myſelf to his ſatisfaction.— 
On my tapping. at the door, it was. 
opened by Emily—her beauty, I 

Hz3 thought“ 
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thought, had received additional 
ſplendor, her chearfulneſs predicted 
a ſudden change of thought, or new- 
ly raiſed hope; which, to my un- 
. Tpeakable regret, I came to diſſipate; 
'that ſhe ſhould have aſked Dormoud 
time to deliberate, I had not ſup- 
poſed a proof of her inclining to- 
wards him; fince I knew him not 
to be her object. Yet I feared ſhe 
had taken her reſolution 3 and her 
preſent manner being unuſually chear- 
ful and collected, e that 
ORs. 


1 


I hefitated much; in what terms 
could I couch the ideas of Dormoud, 
ſo as not to offend Emily, and con- 
' fuſe myſelf? I at laſt addreſſed her 
with tremulation, as ſhe ſtood look- 
ing at me with dignified compoſure. 


Forgive 
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“ Forgive me, Madam, perhaps 


you behold me for the laſt time. 


I do not believe that, Sir; your 
confinement, or mine, I fancy, will 
not be of ſhort duration. Dor- 


moud has reſolved to marry me 


Return, and tell him it is too 
ia 


4 Unfortunate Emily 


Speak! — why do you tremble, 


why does your ſpeech faulter ? —Is 


it murder you would declare? That 
awful miſſion would come with new 
horror from your lips - but be it 
ſo.— Lou who have mangled my 
fame, and murdered my peace, 
would make the office of an execu · 


5 tioner holy.“ 


H 4. C We: 
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Wie are indeed to drink of the 
« ſame' cup of the worldly miſery !. 
© Tam now an obſtacle to your peace; 
e“ you are, and have long been the 
s cauſe of my deſtruction; but we 
cc will not deſcend to upbraiding.— 
Boas To- morrow night 


K 
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8 Very well! I ſhall be prepared | 
es for to-morrow night, Emily!“ 


— 


* Yes, Sir,—you ſeem ſurpriſed— 


Buy all the powers of deceitful 
e beauty, I am!“ 
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And why? Am I the only in- 
* ſtance? Surely, Sir, you would make 
_ © this too ferious a buſineſs,'— 
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« Serious! Can you think lightly 
of ſuch a ſacrifice of excellence 
and beauty?“ . 

© I think 
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© I think nothing of the ſacrifice, 
© only on account of my Father, and 
* and the poor Cordelier! They will 
© mourn. | 

« Will the Cordelier defend you? 
4e Will he fight for you.” 


© TI would not wiſh him. May he 
© be bleſt when I am no more ! 


% Heavens! Madam! do you un- 
& derſtand me? To-morrow night 
£ Dormoud will force you to his 
cc pillow.” 5 


God preſerve me! 
6. Amen !'— 


Pale and ſpeechleſs, Emily fell back 
into the chair, that luckily ſtood be- 
hind her at the moment ;. her forti- 
H 5 tude, 
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tude, fo ſtrongly founded on inno- 
cence, reſpecting Dormoud, 7 2 
her; and her tears ſilently flowed— 
perhaps on remembering the Corde- 
lier. I ſoothed her with compaſſion ; 
in few words ſhe wiſhed to convince 
me, that my compaſſion was unavail- 
ing; and, looking me full in the face, 
ſfaid— 


What is your opinion of ſuicide?” 
„„ Religion condemns it.“ 
; | . 1 


© Ts not religion limited, and ex- 
« iſting within human idea ?? 


cet muſt be for 


© Then it can never explore a 
4 world to cones” 
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& Is fancy.“ 
4. Belief— 


Human belief can only be parallel 
c with human action. 


„ KRepentance— 


© Is alteration, or newneſs of idea, 
© as circumſtance reſolves.” 

„ Try to bring your thinking 
* powers to the preſent danger of the- 
« moment, Emily; diſquiſition of: 
this kind appears to me remote.“ 


| Not ſo! —not fo!” (replied! the- 
1 injured maid, with a diſttacted air) 
|| you know not my. internal conflict. 
Where, Sir !—where is my refuge 

H-6 She 


| 
| 
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She pauſed— 


« Strive not to reconcile yourſelf 
ce to ſuicide.” 


© What !—to infamy, then F- 


© Not til I am gone allow me 
23 to defend you!“ | 


© What merit, Sir, can you apply 
© to the action of defending a woman 
© you have defamed? What atone- 
ment can you make, what return 
© 'have you left in her power ? Have 
© you not broken the pureſt ties of 
* friendſhip? Profaned the idea of 
* affection? And not only degraded 
* your. own ſentiments, by affecting 
© to value one you think inconftant ; 
* but, as if diſgrace was incomplete, 
and revenge unfiniſhed, you would 
1 * mark indelibly the heart of Emily 
= - - © with obligation —' 


« I would 
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« I would only defend you for the 
© man you love; I ſolemnly ſwear 
« to reſign you to the Cordelier, 
«© ſhould my efforts to ſave you be 
«© crowned with ſucceſs. 1 own there 
© can be little hope of this; but I 
„ ſhall diſcharge my duty to the 
„ Count your Father, who once de- 


“ clared, that to my honour he could 
* confide his child.“ 


Then, for my Father's ſake, I will 
© conſent at leaſt to die with you; 
« and think, while expiring, I am 
© obeying his ſacred will. Ah! Henry, 
did my Father know you now! He 
* would not believe your mind could 
have undergone ſuch an apoſtacy l' 


« Who has made me an apoſtate ? 
No more of this—will you conſent 
„ that I remain concealed in your 
apartment to- morrow. ' 
; „ $:Qnly 


** 
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Only on one condition,” 


ce Name the condition.“ 
Procure me a dagger. 
e] dare not.“ 


© Sir, I will be miſtreſs of myſelf; 
all that is greatly daring, all that is 
horrible, will fill that hour But 
leave me] Beware of ſoftening me 
into an expectation of ſafety !' No» 
ſafety remains! I am devoted, and 
would not drag you down; for you. 
muſt eventually follow, ſhould you: 
. attempt my preſervation !” 


AY a 6a a A @ 


N 


* 


e Promiſe me at leaſt, Emily, that 
« you will be refigned till I fee you 
% once more. I wiſh I. could ſpeak 
of comfort! I am a bankrupt my- 
d Gt 
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ſelf ! My little hoard of happineſs 
is waſted—but wait. the moment, 
ce preſerve your ſelf-· collection will 
cc be near; and ſince we ſeem de- 
& ſtined to make each other wretched, 
ec let us together fall the victims of 
C Dormoud, and end our mutual 
© miſery. Good night; do not weep. 
«© —We once had brighter proſpects, 
«© but they are paſt for ever.” | 


_ 


6 


N 


Deſpair, in all her moody work- 
ings, never exhibited a form ſo lovely, 
ſo intereſting, and ſo fixed in terror 
as that of Emily, when I left her. 
Her ſigh followed me through the 
door as I ſhut it; and though I had 

attempted to inſpire her with reſolu- 
tion, I felt nothing like it. Deſpon- 
dency fell with darkneſs on my ſpirit, 
and through that darkneſs I could diſ- 
cern no image but that of murder. 


During 


— 
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During the paſt night, while ſtriv- 
ing ta conquer my paroxyſms of 
complicated terror, I had heard a rat- 
fling of fire arms, and many voices; 
but. as private executions were fre- 
quently performed at midnight; I 
wiſhed, if poſſible, to cloſe my fenſe 


of hearing; ſince every ſound, at 


this ſolemn ſeaſon, ſtruck like an 


awful ſummons from the deſtroyer 
Death, 


We applaud Pity, we condemn, or 


envy the heart that cheats the world 
and hides its ſacred affliction: be 


cauſe it can or will ſuffer no partner; 
but Apathy, in my ſituation, would 
have been a balm; ſince here the up- 
lifted arm of murder would not have 
been ſtayed by my tears or my com- 
* | 


The 
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The morning was uſhered in with ll 
amazement on the faces of the guards; [ 
an unuſual clanking of chains, and the A 
ſound of trumpets, which were reyer- [4 
berated back towards the battlements if 
from every dreadful den within the 1 
boſom of this horrid priſon. I ſeldom | 
locked my door; and ſo unhealthy : 1 
was my imagination become, by con- 18 
finement, that I could with difficulty "1 
bear it ſhut. To throw it wide open, 1 
I thought was only to derive the ut- 1 
moſt advantage of indulgence gained | 
for me by the Cordelier ; but, when ne |} 
I ſaw the ſoldiers paſſing ſwiftly with i} 
their bayonets fixed, a ſudden hope | 
of further enlargement ſeized me ; I [f 
knew not why. That ſome great tu | ; 
mult was nigh, I did not doubt; 1 [| 
uproar could prove unwelcome to the I 
devoted victims, who were pining : Il | 
with expectation of death; and wiſh- | 
ing 
| | 
| 


wm" 
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ing ſome oppoſing force might ſue- 
ceed, till the caſtle ſhook to its foun- 
dations; I fallied from my apartment, 
full of lively, but miſhapen ideas ; 
for it. was impoſſible to form my 
thoughts to unforeſeen events, 


« What means this alarm?“ (ald 
I to one of the ſoldiers) 8. 


116 We know not yet, es mob, 
* nothing more, I ſuppoſe, —You had 
better keep within—you are un- 
armed, and the ſoldiery muſt have 
. * room to act „ +1 


Without more ceremony he paſſed 
on; and, at that moment, a volley 
of muſketry, aided by a diſcharge of 
cannon from the battlements, was 
heard; whilſt the conſternation and 


terror of the unbappy priſoners could 
not 


— 


— 
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not be conceived. Cries, and ſhrieks 
of anguiſh—prayers, exclamations, 
and the diſmal den of heavy fetters, 
ſtrengthened the mind's amazement, 
and heightened the horror of the 


day. 


Silence, rendered awful from the 
ſuppoſition that many ſouls had re- 
_ cently left the world, followed this 

diſcharge: of warlike engines, whoſe 
breath bears down the image of the 
Creator! 


I ſtood near the door of Emily, 
like one who had nothing to hope or 
fear; the Cordelier was with her. 
And as I was ſatisfied that his power 


was great in preparing her mind for 


danger, or even for its final change, 
I remained at my poſt, not refle&ing 
how 


7 


— 
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how, near I might be to the verge oe 
oblivion. 


As uproar receded, like a waſting 
ſtorm, I mourned the wild and fee- 
ble efforts of mankind ! How many 
form ſyſtems in their imagination 
ſacrifice peace, and in attemp'ing to 
rear their airy fabrics die! Many 
a man inebriated with his own 
theory, would drench bis | ſober 
neighbour, whoſe choice is to ex- 
pire in inactivity. Yet this ſeeming 

diſcordance was, is, and will be, 
whilſt Nature holds her courſe,— 

How unfortunate for many has been 
this one day's. working! How abor- 
tive! in its end yet, perhaps, full 
of death; and why is miſery con- 
tagious! Can the happy leave their 
homes, to dare captivity beneath theſe 
walls, as if enthufiaſtic pity boaſted 
gigantick 
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gigantick force ? O how heavily does 


the chain of ryranny fall from theſe 
bartlements on the boſom of France ! 
Yet, in breaking it! thouſands muſt 
go down! Merciful heaven! preſerve 


the lives of my fellow creatures ! I 


am but one.— 


b hus did I vary to the point of 


contingency ;- thus did I yield mo- 


mentarily to its impreſſion. I had 
from the inſtinct of ſelf-preſervation, 
ſuddenly wiſhed for tumult; I had, 
forgot that the object of inſurrection 
is ſeldom worthy the valuable ſacri- 
fices it unwarily offers up; and con- 
cluded, that no fixed principle of 


ſelf-denial was inherent in the human 


mind : nay, I had other very potent 
reaſons for thinking ſo,—How had 
my ſentiments, my defires, and my 
reſolves varied reſpecting Emily ? I 


hag 
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had ſuppoſed her vitiated, I had re- 
| ſolved to trifle with her, and dally 
my troubles away. Yet, when in 
her preſence, how was I aQed upon 
by her ſuperior dignity ! How paſ- 
ſively did I fink into that humiliating 
inſignificance I had prepared for her, 
and I now could ſtand near her door, 
whilſt the man, I thought my rival, 
was bleſſed by her heavenly ſenti- 
ments. Go, boaſted pride! Let 
“ my heart once more diffolve in 
& confidence and love.” I muſt 
adore, f 5 


Dormoud, with a party of the 
guards, haſtily advanced towards the 
ſpot where I was; and, before he 
obſerved me, I ſtepped forward to meet 


| 3 6 Aſcend 


/ 
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© Aſcend the rampart on the eaſt 
ſide, and tell Montmorice to draw 
forward the cannon, and bear their 
level below the outſide wall, ſo that 
if the inſurgents force the gate, they 
will be confined, and lie at our 
mercy. 5 


The guards obeyed the Governor; 
and I enquired again the nature of 
this riot. 


CY eden lightly on former feuds 
(replied he) the other evening; this 
© I believe, is more the alarm of 
« diſcontent than the thunder of it. 
We ſhall, however, ſoon quell thoſe 
gentlemen by a few executions 
within and without doors. That 
party, called the Fronde, com- 


«a £©Ax A K 


has long been endeayouring to col- 
0 15 ä 


poſed of Huguenots, of every ſect, 
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© left itſelf into a forcible body; and 
© this fatal revocation of the edict of 
© Nantes, being now upon the poli- 
© tical floor, they feel the ſeeds of 
« oppreſſion, which they have been 
© obliged to ſwallow, ſtimulating 
< their ſouls to Mb 


Fou ſpeak like an Huguenot, 
4 Sir. 


Hah, that is only becauſe I pre- 
| tend to no ſtrong adherence. A 
| © Huguenot would ſpeak like me, 
did he think like me. I am 
Governor of this caſtle, and muſt 
act as Governor; and if I ruled a 
- flock of ſheep upon the mountains, 
I ſhould only tune a reed inſtead 
of ſounding a trumpet :—lIn a word, 
I have no hold on any thing per- 
manent. Love and Emily, at pre- 
ö * ( ſent, 


e ee A _ A _ A 


/ 
=. 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 169 


© ſent, inſpire me; when loſt to 
« thoſe, I ſhall be as vapid as your- 
© ſelf, Come—the noiſy mob is 
gone, let us pay her a viſit, —* 


ce Excuſe me, Sir.“ — 


No, no; you muſt accompany 
me. l have fitted up ſuperb apart- 
© ments, and you muſt perſuade her 
to occupy them. I am reſolved to 
remove her. 


«© But her Confeſſor is with her.“ 


© Why then we will bid him go 


© and confeſs thoſe who have more 
work for him,” 


« Not now, Sir; I thought you 
“ had given her time to confider.” 


: But that time __ this even- 
© ing.” 


Vor, III. 3  .- 
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„ Then tarry till this evening 
*! poſitively will not 1 
1. f 


4 


8 Then go 8 tell her bt 
c magnificence, tenderneſs, obedi- 


£ ence, all that can charm.' 


« All that can delude you mean, 
© Dormoud.—” 


No. (added he ſmiling) © Well, 


Y yes—let it be delude, if you like 


© 1t—]I care not—all that can delude 
© the ſorrows of charming woman; 
© or melt the ſtubborn heart of 
© rougher man, await her future 
hours.“ 


ec 4 will make the beſt of "our he- 
< roic meſſage.” iI ant] 


© But 
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© But when did you ſee Emily?“ 


«© ] ſaw her this morning; ſhe 
«© was pale and trembling—I would 


«© have taken her in my arms, and 


* 


o 


diſpelled her fears, had not the 
« little termagant repulſed me with 
freezing ſternneſs, wa told me 110 
time was not come.“ 


c 


La) 


But, by all my hopes, (aſſuming 
a ſevere tone and 0 ; og 
' interceſſion fail !— 


I made no anſwer—happily an of- 
ficer of the guards came in fight; and 
haſtily running up to us, took the 
Governor afide ; whiſpered him, with 
apparent agitation, and they left me, 
to ſpend the ſhort interval of' a few 
hours how I could. All remained 
quiet for the remaining part of the 
| | I 2 a 
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remain ſilent round the ſouth tower, 
and on all the ramparts, with guns 
_ deeply charged. Notwithſtanding 
this precaution was taken, few 


came nearer; and the name of the 


nounced, whether inſide the caſtle, 
or without the walls, I could not diſ- 
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day, except the buſineſs of arrang- 
ing the ſoldiers, ſetting ſpikes of iron 
on the lower walls, and forming a 
garriſon for the night, which was to 


thought it neceflary;; no diſturbance 
enſued, and the mob, whatever was 
their motive, ſeemed to be gone, 
quite out of hearing. But no ſooner 
had night thrown down her darkneſs, 
than the neighbouring hills rebound- 
ed the ſhouts of men. I liſtened; it 


Duke of B##**#* was diſtinctly pro- 


tinguiſh ; but'my blood ran cold. 


A heavy 
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A heavy cannonading followed, 


which made me think the caſtle was 


_ defended from without; and 1 was 
afterwards informed, that auxiliaries, 
conſiſting of five hundred cavalry» 
were ſent to the aſſiſtance of the Go- 
vernor, by Le Tellier. The noiſe of 
war increaſed, The terror within the 
Caſtle cannot be expreſſed; ſince its 
inhabitants, ſhould victory declare 
for its inſurgents, might expect to 
be buried in its ruins, if taken by 


aſſault. Amidſt ſo much danger, 1 


was aſtoniſhed at obſerving the Cor- 
delier quite compoſed, and walking 
filently through the moſt unfrequent- 
ed paſſages; where he extinguiſhed 
the few ſolitary lights that remained 
near the apartment of Emily. 


As a body of the guards, headed by 


Dormoud, came towards the paſſage 


where 
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where the Cordelier was; I perceived 
he concealed himſelf behind a but- 
treſs; and I thought it moſt prudent 
to ſteal into one of the armories, 
which, in the hurry, had been left 
Open. — 

60 you, Guempiere with your 
© men, to the gate of St. Petre, re- 
'© main there till the dead of night, 
© or till you hear the ſecond trumpet, 
from the firſt ramparts—the watch 
* word, till five in the morning, is 
FRANCE. You are acquainted with 

the covered way from the gate of 
St. Petre, through which you are 
© to make a fortie, if I find the ne- 
© ceſlity of it,—Are all the priſoners 
© locked in their cells?” 


I I pave the order, Sir.—I have 
- © myſelf ſecured the moſt ſolitary ad- 
F; 71 © Vance. 
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© yance. —We ſhall have hot work; 


© this braverebel, the Duke of B*##*#, 
ſeldom PLAYS with hot balls.“ 


Dormoud having! given theſe in- 
ſtructions, they all haſtened to obey, 
and the paſſage was clear in an in- 
ſtant, when I ran up to the Corde- 
lier | 


& O, father! did. you hear the 


cc watch word?“ 


— - 


„Henry! Is it you ?-. You muſt 
; fly. This is the night Save Emi-- 
6 ly BY | 


«' Where is, ſhe? I have ſought 
“ her in her apartment, ſhe is not: 


% there!“ 


Heaven forbid ! — 


14 "he - 
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© The ſoldiers are filing off every 
© moment, the caſtle is full—I dare 
© not appear, but in the act of prayer, 
© or of animating the men. Where, 
c where—ſhall I find her! Go you 
„ that way, I will go this—extin- 
© guiſh the lamps when you can do 
© it with ſafety, as you haſten on.— 
« Where ſhall we meet an hour or 
% twenty minutes hence, if liv- 
“ ing? 
© In the remote aiſle, beneath the 
ſtatue of Louis the Juſt.” 


6 Agreed Farewell till then or 
te till we meet in a happier world.“ 
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Fold, Henry—let me refle&—T 
© have but little hope— the little I 
have lies in one expedient—my 

cha- 
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character is ſacred, my habit, that 
of holineſs and peace. I have 
heard the watch word of the night, 
and am reſolved to try, whether I 
cannot, in the name of Dormoud, 
paſs through the guards at the 


gate of St, Petre. I have many 
friends among the inſurgents; and 


as the gate of St. Petre is the moſt 
vulnerable part of the caſtle, will 
lead them up to it, if I paſs 
through ſafely. To facilitate my 


ſcheme; aſcend, if poſſible, to the 


firſt rampart, by the ſtone ſteps, 
that go winding up the toweg and, 
at the third landing place, | 
the right, you will ſtep out on the 
rampart — cauſe the trumpet” tb 
ſound immediately— 2 


z 


«© Where ſhall I find one?“ 
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© The trumpeter will be ready, 
* waiting the moment of command. 
Give the word in the name of the 
Governor. The ſortie will be 
© made, and if the Fluguenots are in 
© force, they may not only repel, 
but throw themſelves through the 
gate, mingled with the guards. 
© The gate once forced, the troops 
« will keep it open ;—your deliver- 
© ance is an . of the firſt import- 
ance.— 

8 

Lie is f gary to me! loved 
« Emily —fhelis s loſt—nay more, ſhe 
* contemns « wool 
0 1 Ka you have given her no 
cauſe—ſhe is by nature tender and 
forgiving; —But this is not a pro- 
pitious hour—yield not now to the 
ee BF love, or the apathy of 

© deſpon- 


* R ® 


deſpondence. The life, the ho- 
© nor of Emily is this night at ſtaxe! 1 


o 


* 


A 


A 


A 
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Nothing but theſe dreadful circum- 
ſtances could have preſerved her; | 
thank. heaven we have contrived. f 
them well. Dormoud muſt be buſy 3 
till morning, perhaps longer.—I 
will! not leave the priſon without 
Emily.—Let the trumpet ſound—- 
ſeek. her whilſt. the tumult is high, 
ſoothe her terrors; and requeſt her 
to remain, till dawn, beneath the 
ſtatue of Louis the Juſt, —Fare- - 
well! God protect you!“ 


Conſidering myſelf but. as an in- 
ſtrument to the will of. this myſteri - 
ous prieſt, I ran up the. ſtone ſteps 
that led to the tower, and only putting 
one foot out on the rampart, in a 
loud tone of voice, bad the trumpet 

16 found... 
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found. It ſhook ! It inſpired my ſoul 
with martial ardour ; ſhouts from the 
gate of St, Petre re-echoed the blaſt; 
and the roar of battle aroſe from the 
earth, and rolled along the air. 
Eager as the ſoul ſeeks its likeneſs 
through the world, did I deſcend to 
ſeek poor Emily, The ſcene around 
ſtruck not my heart with fear, but 
for her ſake filled it with anguiſh. 
Where could the helpleſs, diſtracted 
maid find ſafety ? Was not every part 
of this priſon unfit for feminine 
grace? Could it afford any aſylum to 
one whoſe beauty continually raiſed 
dangers near her; numerous and pro- 
lific as the poet feigned the heads of 
Hydra? Merciful heaven! not to 
pity woman thus diſtreſſed, would 
have been to forego the manly cha- 
racter. 
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racer. | Careleſs of life, I roamed 
too and fro, ignorant what part of the 
Caſtle to explore. Dormoud, I fear- | 
ed, had kept his word in removing f 
her from her late apartment; this : 
thought held ſomething ſo burning, 
ſo exquiſitely keen, that horror and f 
revenge drove my reaſon aſide. I at | 
laſt reſolved to force the door of the 
ſubterraneous cell, which ever haunt- 1 
ed my diſmal and inquiſitive imagi- 
nation; yet what effort could I make? 
What adventure could I ſurmount ? 
what protection could I afford . 
unarmed as I was? 


Who knows but I may meet with 
Y a ſword in the N. I. juſt now 
{ left 28 | 


The ae was ſudden; and ſud- 
denly 


11 3 
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denly'I purfued it—but could only 
find, after feeling about in the dark a 
conſiderable time, an old ruſty dag- 
ger—with this, I was obliged to 
content myſelf; and deaf, with the 
noiſe: of war, the rattling of chains, 
and the groans of troubled ſpirits, 
which . came forth from the inner 
cells, put the dagger in my boſom 

with the hope of uſing it only in the 
eauſe of injured innocence. 


The lamps, in that part of the 
Caſtle which was guarded by the ſea, 
and near which lay the ſolitary cell 
I meant to explore, were ſtill burn 
ing. This part could ſuffer no at- 
tack, but from navat force. And as 
it was remote, ſafe, and unfrequent- 
ed, it was, at this hour of dreadful 
5 eee 12 uproar, 
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uproar, unguarded; thither I haftily 
bent my ſteps, — 


© Where ſhall I fly! Where is 
* my dear, my unworthy Henry 
* now ?* (ſaid ſome perſon. behind 
me)— woe 


« Here” (ſaid I, opening my arms 
to receive the charming creature I 
had been ſeeking, and who was. 
haſtening on full of terror) © come. 
© to a heart that muſt be thine till 
& jt has ceaſed to beat.” 


She turned Aide 


„ Aﬀected reſerve! Can Emily 

© deceive herſelf and me, at fo 
« painful — ſo - tremendous - a mo- 
ment“ 


Where 
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© Where is my dear—No ! no !— 
where is— 


cc Whom ? What valued object is 
«© your heart thus panting after?“ 


£ The Cordelier.— 
& Cruel maid !” 


] think I could be ſafe with him 
© ͤ could die—his arms would ſhield 
© my lifeleſs form from profanation ; 
© on his boſom, ſacred to love and 
© duty—his—T might expire, 


She checked herſelf. I excuſed 
her wild expreſſions. 


© Can you ſave your life, Henry ? 
© I ſhall never break the ſnares that 
© entangle me! I ſhall never go hence 
© -Dormoud — 
LIP. > A flood 


— 


EF *** 
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A ſlood of tears forbad her tongue 
to relieve her heart.— 


Hark! What 8 you 
© hear, Henry? 


46 Tt is a night of horror, Emily; 
ce try to recolle& yourſelf, — I muſt 


“ lead you.“ 


* Where would you go: y I 
© not die here? 


cc I have my reaſons; truſt your- 
&© ſelf to my feeble proteckion think 
on the licentious Dormoud,” _ 


Emily, I obſerved, grew faint her 
ſpeech altered, and a cold tremor 
ſhook her exhauſted frame as ſhe gave 
me her hand with a ſigh, I led her 


to the ſtatue of Louis the Juſt ; but 
could 
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od ne 


could not comfort her. The Corde- 
lier's ſcheme I explained briefly ; and 
ſhe bleſſed him. As ſhe ſat on the 
marble, which was fixed beneath the 
feet of the image; I ſtood near in 
filent deſpair, with my. hand in my 
boſom, graſping my dag gger—but no 
proſpect of life opened; and I only 
thought of dying at her feet. Her 
beauteous cheek, which had ſo often 
been drowned with tears, by the ſeve- 
rity of her various fate ſhe leaned 
againſt the wall, reſigned, but not. 
complaining. What a dreadful ſuſ- 
pence! What a trying tender mo- 
ment for me, whoſe heart was melting 
with ſlighted love! | 


W | 
1 
g 
1 
> 


The cannonading, © on the. outſide 
of the Caſtle, ſeemed to approach 
nearer at every diſcharge ! The tow- 
ers were quitted by the garriſon, and 

the. 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 187 


the ramparts left undefended, that 
the whoſe military force might unite 
within the outworks below; but the 
battle raged with the moſt horrible 
fury at the gate of St. Petre. Sounds 
of bayonets, muſketry, and ſhouts, 
mingled with the grouns of the dying, 
made me ſhudder, and quite over- 
powered the unfortunate Emily. 


put my hand on her face—it was 
cold! I rubbed her temples — her 
ſenſes did not return! I fat down and 
reſted her head on my warm but j Joy- 
leſs boſom. — | 


To my honour, thou mayſt confide 
thy child, Count Marſan ! That ho- 
nour, thy example, and thy precepts 
inſtilled into the ſoul of Henry, thy 
daughter ſhall regulate— will be a 
brother to thy Emily. 


Thus 
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Thus I fat, miſerable and diſconſo- 
late, on the ſpot appointed by the 
Cordelier, and which I thought im- 
prudent to leave, till the dawn. My 
tears fell on the pale forehead of my 
lovely charge—I could not reſtrain 
them! Who would not have mourn- 
ed with me the extinction of ſo much 
beauty? Toheighten this peculiar mo- 
ment of intolerable anguiſh, I heard 
the trampling of many feet advancing - 
towards us !— 


«© Emily! Emily! try to revive! 
—Yet thine is the pauſe of horror; 
thy wearied ſpirit hails it—why ! 
why may not man lay down exiſt- 
' ence when it becomes a burthen ! 
Awake, Emily Ab, I am grown 
cruel in bidding thee awake to 
wretchedneſs !” 


A deep 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 189 


A deep and heavy figh proclaimed, 
at length, the reluctance with which 
her troubled ſpirits returned to their 
taſk of life ; unhappy as we were, her 
revival gave me tranſport. How ſel- 
dom do we compare the degrees of 
evil! Smarting with the preſent, we 
look not forward for more; we diſ- 
cern not the millions ſuffering with 
us; we become darkened, contracted; 
the intelligent power within is ſilent 
as if forbad to whiſper comfort. This 
ebb of Nature, this languiſhment of 
her richeſt propertics, is ſeen in every 
form ſhe has animated, whilſt feebly 
contending with mightier woe. And 
Nature herſelf has made this contrac- 
tion of individual intereſt neceſſary; 
tor the more ideas which are born to 
wander, and images of the mind 
which are ever ſtealing back, are con- 
centrated when ſhe calls for force; leſs, 


in 
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in the ſame degree, will prove the 
oppoſing evil. | 


I had not, in this pity-moving 
ſcene, the power of comparing miſery 
further than I felt it, for myſelf and 
Emily; even my parents were not re- 
membered ; their fate I tried not to 
imagine: nor did I attempt to draw 
conſolation from the future. All was 
circumſcribed to the gloom around 


me. 


© Where have I been ?” (ſaid Emily, 
holding up her intereſting face, and 
looking wildly at the expiring lamps.) 
© The lightning is over. I will now 
© return home did the whirlwind root 
up thoſe trees? My Father told me, 
© that Henry would take care of the 


poor ſheep—Oh ! Oh! 
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Why did the thunder fall ſo hea- 
< yily.on my head? Take it off, Henry; 


© do you not feel my temples burn- 


© ing l ſaid I would go away from 


© this place, and here I am loſt—my 


feet are ſo entangled in theſe bram- 
© bles—yonder is my brother ! How 
cold he looks. When you go home, 
Henry, tell my Father T will come 
£ ſoon.” 


« Compleat ! compleat deſtruction! 


Emily! my deareſt Emily!” 


„Ha they uſed to call me Emily! 
I think I am Emily! Who am I? 
I —Hark [? 


A troop of ſoldiers poured back at 
this inſtant, like a torrent from the 
gate of St. Petre — I could not fly! 
Where was ſafety? Standing before 

my 
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my diſtracted maid, with the dagger 
in my hand, I neither valued life nor 
courted death, but waited the event : 
darkneſs added to the horror, the 
lamps were ſome waſted, and ſome 
ſtruck down ; and whether we were 
ſurrounded by friends, or foes, I could 
not diſcern; and if both were ming- 
led, it was here impoſſible to ſtrike 
a blow with certainty, leſt one friend 
ſhould kill another. | 


« Stand off, ſoldiers,” (ſaid 1 reſo- 
lutely) © here is a treaſure too ſacred 
6: for your touch.” 


They ſtarted, and wheeled round 
us in filence; either ſuppoſing my 
treaſure was of a kind not to be plun- 
dered with impunity, or that they 
waited the word of command. At 


any other moment I ſhould have di- 
verted 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 193 


verted myſelf, at ſeeing fo many men 


ſtand mute, merely with their aſto- 


niſhment—but my Emily” 8 a were 
gone! 


o " 


© Do not kill the child, (ſaid the 


© to one of the ſoldiers, in the moſt 
* ſupplicating tone) © your fond mo- 


ther, at home, muſt not pray for 


* vc, if you are a murderer !'— 


ce Bid your officers advance, brave 
ec ſoldiers — I would ſpeak to one of 
e them — I have much to * 
Come not aac 


At the ſound of my voice, I heard 
ſome perſons, in the midſt of the 
troop, bid them, make way,'— and, 
in a moment, ſaw the Cordelier break- 
ing through the circle, 


Vo 1 - © 


11 
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Fly! fly Henry, your friends 
expect you—we are in danger of 
being cut off; our main force is de- 
* feated, and Dormoud is attempting 
© to ſurround the Caſtle with his 
© troops, beyond the gate of St. Petre; 
ſhould he reach it before we paſs, 
c it will cloſe on us for ever! We con- 
quered Guempiere, and have taken 
© him priſoner.— Fly.“ | 


na X 


N 


N 


4 Save Emily.“ 


© I will! the 10 denn do my ſoul— 


The perturbation with which he 
delivered his words, convinced me of 
the immediate danger. Without delay 
we took Emily, between us, and in 

the midſt of the Huguenots, ſome of 
whom advanced forward, whilſt others 
guarded in the rear, we ſallied thro' 
TOE 1 the 
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the gate, What a moment ! !-what rap- 
cure ſaluted me in the breath of new- 
born liberty! Yet my heart did not 
welcome it as finiſhed joy. Long in- 
ured to ſorrow, I ſeemed fearful of 
truſting my change of ſituation; fo 
prone 1s the human mind to embitter 1 
preſent pleaſure with apprehenſion. 1 
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In the laſt ſpeech of Emily, I 
thought there was connexion, and 
formed ſome hope of her recollection; 
I was not deceived when, with her 

beloved Cordelier, her fears were dif- 
ſipated, and ſhe grew compoſed ; but 
when beyond the gate of St. Petre, our 

difficulties increaſed. Beſides tramp- 

ling over the. many flain, we found the 

covered-way broken in many places, 
the chaſms occaſioned by the fall of 
the earth, in ſome parts, and the 
mounds, riſing to oppoſe us where the 
K 2 carth 
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earth was left collected in others, 
made our path dangerous, and our 
movement flow. | 


Some of our gallant party, who 
| were ſuſceptible of beauty, and impa- 
q tient to preſerve it, came forward to 
| the Cordeher ; obſerved how ſwiftly 
the ſtrength of Emily declined, ex- 
plained the danger we were in, and 
the neceſſity of our reaching the Duke 
of B****# before the break of day. 


© Can I remove impoſſibilities? My 

© brave friends,” ſaid the Cordelier — 
No, Father, (replied one of them, 
who appeared to be an inferior officer) 
but you know me, my name is 
Randolph, of the fifty-ninth regi- 
ment, under the Duke of B#**#, 
© 'Truſt the lady to me, and I will, 
© with the aid of ſome of my comrades 

| 4 in 
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in arms, {wear to convey her ſafely 
to the Duke, or die.” 


We had no cavalry, the fituation 
would not admit it. Thoſe brave 
men ſoon made us comprehend their 
meaning, by firing off their muſk ets, 
and making a kind of ſear, or chair, 
with ſeven or eight of them, on which 
we placed Emily,and they bore her on, 


Their reſolution and alacrity, gave 
me the higheſt hope that they would 
ſoon be with the Duke; who I was 
certain would ſend fome of his light 
troops to eſcort vs; nor was I de- 
ceived, two of his principal officers, 
who had out-rode their companions, 
and were ſpecially commiſſioned to 
conduct me, (allowing heaven had 


favoured my eſcape) appeared. Part 


of their order I waved ; and earneſtly 
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and peremptorily recommended Emily 


to their honourable guidance; they 
obeyed ; and, when with their ineſtt- 
mable charge, they totally diſappear- 
ed, my heart was relieved. | 


The ſoldiers who remained with 
us, reminded the Cordelier of the 


danger we ſhould incur, by keeping 
a ſtraight line, fince it. was probable 


the enemy, on finding the gate of 
St. Petre open, and the guards ſlain, 


would purſue us exactly in the ſtraight 


line; an immediate order was there- 
fore given, to turn to the right; and 
what more made a change of direc- 
tion neceſſary, was, that we fancied 


dawn began to peep from the eaſt, 


warning us to ſeek the woods. We 


had completely wheeled, and began 
our quick march, but had not con- 


tinued it more than twenty minutes, 
when 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 199 


when we were attacked in our rear 
by a ſtrong body of infantry. 1 was 
now furniſhed with a ſword—we 
turned about, but ſoon found un- 
daunted bravery unequal to ſuperio- 
rity of number. By the fide of the Cor- 
delier I fought, as another man would 
fight, who had an enemy to conquer; 
it availed nothing : our batallion was 
broken, the Cordelier was ſeparated 
from me, by the force of ſuperior 
| numbers; and, whilſt calling on me, 
a retreat was ſounded. I was, that 
moment, rendered incapable of fly- 
ing, by a wound received in my 
head, and after ſtaggering back ſome 
paces, found myſelf half a mile from 
the battle; and laid me down on a 
hillock, fainting with pain; and there 
became, every ſucceeding moment, 
weaker from a loſs of blood; I at 
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laſt felt droufily, and heard the ſound 
of battle no more. 


W gk I lay in this tate, I 
know not. The next ſcene that pre- 


ſented itfelf to my dreaming ſenſes (ſor 


nothing appeared real) was compoſed 
of the walls of my. old apartment 
in the Caſtle, and Dormoud ſtanding i 
near my bed. | 


© Henry, you have undone me. 
a « What have I done? 


c You have ſuffered Emily to el 
N * cape.' 


. The ſoldiers carried her off— 


* How came you out of the Ca- 


x ak 2 


6 Through 
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cc Through the _ of St. Pe- 


cc tre | 


© And were you wounded in her 
« purſuit ?—* 


«© | was—and feel 1 muſt die”? 


Dormoud ſeemed ſatisfied a little, 
and left me— I heeded him not; I 
was capable of no fearful impreſſion, 
but grew daring as I grew delirious ; 
and, in high delirium, I for ſome 
days loſt the ſenſe of woe, but re- 
cently gone by !—Weak as a babe, 
I at laſt lay waſted and compoſed ; 
I now believe my wound preſerved 
my intellectual powers; what ſhould 
I not have done, under the impetus 
of ſtrong contending: paſſions! What 
indiſcretion, what madneſs might not 
have followed this dreadful diſap- 
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pointment ? This glimpſe of liberty ? 
This return to horror? Happily my 
ſtrength and ſpirits ebbed, my loſs 
of blood enfeebled the paroxyſms of 
deſpair, and left me overcome by 
melancholy languor, which was 

ſometimes pleaſing from the liſtlefs- 
neſs I felt towards all external ob- 


| jects. 


J raved no more for Emily; ſhe 
was for ever gone ! Like one awaken- 
ed from a long unnatural ſleep, the 
paſt ſeemed to have glided back 
through a vaſt period of time; and 
the impreſſions of memory were ſo 
faint they gave me little uneaſineſs ; 
all that occupied me as I lay, was 
the endeavour of joining my broken 


ideas, for the grand purpoſe of ima- 
gining ſome ſphere unknown — 1 


really Felt as if I had undergone a 
great 
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great change, and that I had no 
more to do in this world. I ſuppoſe 
ſo uniform a ſtate of tranquillity 1s 
peculiar to weak health and old 
age. | | 


I had been taught to love the 
beauty of ſocial order, and to heighten 
that beauty, when I could: and I 
had obſerved, from comparing the 
thouſands, and tens of thouſands of 


heavens, formed by the motley .phan- 


taſies of wiſhing mortals, that thoſe 
heavens were all to be differently 
peopled, as the people of imagina- 
tion would have them. | 


Is it not a misfortune to my fellow 
creatures, that every one who draws 
a chart of heaven, different from that 
of his brother, ſhould be ſo eager 
in puſhing that brother back from 
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the promiſed land, that he waſtes 
the precious hours in which he might 
be getting there himſelf Surely if 


the generations of men, are for ever 
reſolved thus to wreſtle with each 


other, the gates of heaven will ſtand 
Open in vain'! Its ſeats of chryſtal 


will have none to fir on them !— 


1 once met a friar of the mendi- 


cant order, as he was going to pay 
His compliments at the ſhrine of our 
Lady of Loretto; and I aſked him 
where he was travelling? 


Ah! my ſon! IJ am travelling to 
« a better world!” 


« God ſpeed you, good father! 
x And where is that man going 


« who is n on yonder, with his 


| whittle, 
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« whiſtle, without making obeiſance 
« to the croſs?“ 


© He is going to perdition.“ 


Iwiſhed both theſe men a pleaſant 
journey: and I wiſhed I might one 
day get into the preſence of my Crea- 
tor, without the introduction of any 
man; or any woman; for is not 
human idea as confined as the-winds, 
who murmuring roam; and ſhall e- 
ternally roam, within a certain con- 
cave ?— They ſhall never burſt ! 
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And after all, ſaid I, as I lay gaz- 
ing at the ſun, while he forcibly 
threw his glory on the cheek of 
morn; after all the pride of man, 
how very ſmall a portion of exiſtence 
does he fill amidſt ſuch an infinity 
of beauteous worlds! How few the 

re objects 
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objects he is capable of comprehend. 
ing ; how light his attainments of ſe- 
1 venty years! And muſt we merely, 
1 for ſo ſhort a ſpace, put forth our 
| feeble capabilities, taſte and die? If 
ſo, the fine, the exquiſite ephemeris 
is man through his rich but moment- 
ous period ; man but the ephemeris 
of ſeventy years. 


Finding it impoſſible to gain con- 
ſolation; or indeed to gain any thing 
that was not either full of the chao-- 


W tic jumble known to ferment in the 
[ gulph of metaphyſics ; or inſipid from 
| the ignorance with which thought is 
1 obliged to mix I took my water - 
1 gruel humbly from the hand of my 


[| nurſe, whoſe ſoft blue eyes I obſerved 
| were full of pity.— 


— — 


1 : * © 8 15 Nurſe; 
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« Nurſe; do you ROW? I can 
recover ?” 


„Ah! Sir—I pray the Mother of 
© the Creator for you! 


ee Tou are very good; I wiſh for 
ce the power of proving my grati- 
e tude. Have you any female cap- 
& tives in the priſon ? 


ih Only one, Eee Sir — 
cc * ſhe handſome 9— 
I never ſaw her fn 

„ Is ſhe genteel? ?- 


© I only faw her in the dark, as I 
ſtood . behind the Governor one 
night, when he gave in her provi- 
fion ; no perſon but the Governor is 
allowed t to ſee her. 
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6 Ts ſhe tall or ſhort ?” 


© Tall—very tall—as tall as the 
* Governor.” 


“ In what part of the Caſile i is ſhe 
lodged ?” 


© In the back part; where we hear 
© the ſea—Bleſs me— it is ſuch a 
* diſmal place! I dread to go that 
© fide of the Caſtle—not only for 
that, but our Frapilvitte, the ſcul- 
lion, ſays a ghoſt haunts it; and 
© he never will go that paſſage after 
« duſk.” 


« ] can lay ghoſts, Nurſe; you 
4 « and I will watch the ghoſt, ſome 
1 * night, when I am well,” 
| © © my God !—watch the ghoſt ! 
I mould die! It would kill me!?“ 
= | No, 
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c No, no, Nurſe; you will not 
ec die 5 . I will take care of 
& you.” 


Well then, you muſt not ſay a 


A 


= 


one elſe, for Frapilvitte declares, 
it is the Governor that the gholt 
is OR for f 


* 


oo 


c Is it the te 38 a man or 


&« man? Nurſe,” 


I eatmot tell -I never heard that 
c ene could be * diftin. 
guiſhed. 


“Is not that very ſtrange, Nurſe ?” 


l was uſed to hear my aunt 
© Vinny ſay, that good ſpirits are 
© always cloathed in white, and evil 

ones 
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© ones in black; and that if ever ſhe 


appeared again, we muſt export to 


© ſee her 1 in white.“ 


«© Commend me to your aunt Vin- 
« ny, dear Nurſe. Shut the door, I 
« would ſleep.” 


The ſimple creature immediately 
withdrew.—Under ſuch an impreſſion 


of black fancy, it could not be thought 


uncommon, or unnatural for my ſlum- 
bers, that night, to be broken. The 
moon ſhone dimly; my eyes were at- 
tracted towards the window, and I lay 
filently pleaſed with her pale reflec- 
tion, 


If ſpirits exiſt, after leavipg their 
corporeal forms lifeleſs on the earth, 
why do they not hold communication 
with thoſe they loved in life, and who 

are 
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are doomed to breathe a little longer ? 
Why not return in whatever ſubſtance 
they may appear, and greet the afflict- 
ted friend once dearly valued ? Many! 
very many ſpend the ſleepleſs night in 
recalling the tender moments, the a- 
nimated features, the ſoothing con- 
verſe, which endeared the departed 
object, whilſt living, and drag the 
imagination after it when gone! And 
yet, I fear no ſpirit ever anſwers ſuch 
ſoft anxiety! Memory forces poor 
Fancy to form ſhadows ! The living 


muſt ſupport affliction; but the friends 


they loved, the friends they ſtill adore 
in death, return no more to ſhare in 
mortal ſorrow.— | 


As I meditated thus, I thought my 
door ſlowly opened ! Coldneſs pervad- 
ed me ! Trembling and horror altered 
the very tone of my blood. 
* Some 
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Some ſecret aſſaſſin! ſome mid- 
night executioner! Night! — Why 
muſt I die at night—and alone—how 
premature die in bed !—in a fate 
ſo helpleſs— What have I done to 
ſummon malicious murder? 

Endeavouring to force myſelf into 
more compoſure, I threw off the cover- 
lid, ſat up in the bed, and fixed my eyes 
on the door! — When, to compleat 
the tremendous horror of the hour, 
J thought the ghoſt of the departed 
Marquis ſtood in the opening, with a 
pale and meagre countenance, ſmiliag 
at me! 

I ſtared for a moment; gaſped, as 
if my breath was confined; wiſhed to 
ſpeak; my tongue was immoveavle ; 

and my hair ſmarted at the roots. — 


Unable to convince myſelf, the 
firength 


ſtrength of my gorgon- fancy grew 
intolerable, and I plunged to the 
middle of the bed, where I lay pant- 
ing, nor ventured to put my head 
above the clothes; till, to my incon- 
ceivable comfort, I heard a cock crow 
that belonged to the Deputy Gover- 
nor.— 


a It faded on the crowing of the cock.“ 


This ſingle line in Shakeſpeare, ſo 
timely. quoted too, gave me courage. 
% *Twas there !—'Tis gone,” —ſaid I 
valiantly. — Have I been ſo lately ac- 
cufing the dead, to lie thus ſhivering 
and creeping at a viſit from one of 
them. No —. I was not awake; I 
could not, pofitively, be quite awake, 
This, however, is the firſt time: if 


ever I am ſo honoured again, I will 


ſpeak to it— wilt ſolemnly ſpeak to 
it in the name of every good and ſa- 
cred 
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cred power, After arriving at this 
great reſolution, I recollected, that as 
I had not happened to ſpeak to it; as 
I had not happened to convince my- 
ſelf, whether it was an apparition, it 
would be a little imprudent to men- 
tion my fright to Dormoud. 


Beſides that one probability, that my 
time may not be long in this world, 
he will call me the verieſt coward 
breathing; ſo, like many other re- 
ſpectable characters, I reſolved to 
keep my own ſecret. 


In ſpite of ghoſtly terror, and all 
the diſadvantages of confinement, 
my wound, after ſuppuration, ceaſed 
to be inflamed ; and the tender hope 
that Emily was ſafe, lulled my 
ſtronger paſſions, and ſtole me into 


| health. "Di 
The 
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The more impatient Governor, 
was not quite ſo well—He would 
frequently vifit me; ſometimes with 
features full of doubt and gloomy 
deſpair ; and at others, ſoftened by 
the ſenſe of having loſt all he wiſhed 
for. I could not ſympathiſe with 
him very fincerely : he only felt the 
ſting of ungratified vice. Nor could 
I imagine, what would in future en- 
gage. or intereſt his unprincipled 
mind, which was lately ameliorated 
and kept in harmony by the influ. 
ence of virtue in Emily, 


That the vicious may derive happi- 
neſs from the virtuous, their two prin- 
ciples being heterogeneous, may ap- 
pear a contradiction ; yet ſuch 1s the 
inviſible ſympathy of Nature, that 
Virtue can ſo aſſociate with Weakneſs, 
that ſhe renders Weakneſs amiable ; 
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ſo mingle her beauty with Deformity 
that Deformity itſelf can pleaſe; ſo 
coolly touch the moſt inflammable 
paſſions, that the boſom, wherein 
tbey dwell, burns no more, but yields 
a genial warmth; thus Virtue teaches 
the vicious to be happy; yet they 
know not their comforter. 


| Poor Dormoud was deprived of 
all that could make him pleaſed 
with himſelf: conſequently his un- 


daunted ſpirit, being left to fierce 
_ exertion, and uninfluenced by lovely 


woman, he could know but little 
joy. | | 


TI quitted my bed, walked with 
him through the Caſtle, converſed 
on different ſubjects; and found, to 
my aſtoniſhment, that he entertained 
no ſuſpicion of my vain endeavour 

to 
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to eſcape. This confidence augmented 
my convenience; and I not only con- 
fined my walks to the lower pave- 
ments, bur, after requeſting the per- 
miſſion of Dormoud, would creep 


ſlowly up and peep over the battle- 


ments. 


When queſtioning me ,minutely 
one day, reſpecting Emily, I threw 
the blame, (and what he termed 
treachery) on the Cordelier ; becauſe 
I knew the latter to be out of reach. 


— " : 4 
— 


Dormoud told me, that he had 
long ſuſpected the other to be an 


arrant deceiver; that he had heard 


ſome whiſpers of his never having 
any holy appointment—* Bur* (con- 
tinued he) © as I {hall to-morrow vi- 
fit Le Tellier, perhaps the Corde- 
Vor. IIL L * lier's 
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c 


* 


lier's character may be better ex- 
plained.“ 


I hope the inſurrection is quite 
4 ſubſided— 


We fear not. The opulent Hu. 
guenots are rapidly diſpoſing of 
their eſtates throughout the king- 
dom. Theſe ſales are oppoſed and 
reſtrained by a ſtate proclamation, 
whereby their lands are confiſcated 
who leave France, their churches 
are. ſhut up, and their conſiſtories 
emptied—by applying the money 


to the ſupport of the King's hoſpi- 


tals, every ſeverity (ill-timed,) is 
made uſe of for the purpoſe of 
making proſelytes: whilſt the Hu- 


guenots, on being forbad to quit a 


country wherein they are perſecut- 
ed, collectively embody themſelves 
| 2 jn 
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© in the ſmall provinces ; ; their ſpirits 
fired by deſpair. 


« What kind of policy is this ? 
« I thought mal- -contents, were, by 


W 
3 = ” 9 — ok * 102 . — = 


* wiſe and wholeſome laws formed | 
6c judiciouſly for the ſupport of 7 
* monarchy itſelf, allowed to leave : 
«© a country, renounce its ſtatutes, ö 
“ and its religion, when conſcience 9 
« deemed ſuch laws and ſuch religion | 
« oppreſſive ?” 1 

© Were monarchs wiſe, ſuch laws | 


would be univerſal. Nature ad- 
viſes a man to avoid his foe. Who | 
would bind a ſerpent to his boſom ? { 
We are not politic ; the miſſion- 
aries of our King only precede his 
dragoons; ; the grandſon of the 
miniſter, Chamier, who drew up 


the Edi& of Nantes, has been 
; © broke 
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La) 


Aa 


A (<«. 


I 


broke on the wheel; and the in- 
tendant of Languedoc has cauſed 
the miniſter, Chomel, to be broke 


alive. Thus, whilſt the breath of 


voluptuouſneſs, the voice of me— 
lody, and the charms of beauty 


conſpire to enervate the ſoul witkin 
the walls of the palace; whilſt mag- 


nificence; pomp, poliſhed manner, 
and aſſumed delicacy, ' relieve by 
refining” pleaſure, that it may not 
pall ; the victims of barbarous z-al 
lie groaning along the frontiers.” 


How liberal were thoſe ſentiments ! 


I felt ſtrong inclination to reveal my- 
ſelf fully to this man, who related 
the miſeries of the Huguenots in a 
manner I thought compaſſionating. 
My heart panted, and my words 
trembled on my lips; but ſome in- 


c * 


: ward 
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ward dread ſeemed ſuddenly to draw 
back the chords of expreſſion. 


A 


Fo 


* You are filent, Henry—you fear 
to repoſe confidence in me. Are you 
acquainted with the nature of your 
own accuſation ?” 


c J am not.“ 


Nor am I—Louvois, who is of 


mild and ſubtle nature, ſecret in 


machination, and inexorable in 


judgment, has only mentioned you 
as an Huguenot of the higheſt 


claſs, who muſt never ſee the world 
on peril of my head. Should he, 
or the Chancellor le Tellier, viſit 
the Caſtle, you muſt bear my ill- 
manners, perhaps my ſeverity, in 
their preſence ; it might coſt. your 
life and mine, were they to imagine 

L 3 | © me 


4 "4, 
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© me your friend. —Heigho I- this 
bewitching fugitive ! How ſhe riſes 
on my Wiſhes !—Teach me to for- 
get her, Henry—but— I will forget 

© her II will drown her image in 
wine, or baniſh her—or bury her 
© beneath the ſhrine of ſome more 
willing beauty. When I return, 1 
hope to find you gay: 


"2: KK 


CY 


© Bring us down the mellow'd wine, 
© Rich in years that equal mine; 
£ Prithee talk no more of ſorrow, 
Jo the gods belong to-morrow. 
And, perhaps, with gracious pow'r, 
© They may change the gloomy hour.“ 
b * Horace, 


© Adieu—be as happy as you can. 
You ſee what a fine harveſt I pro- 
miſed myſelf, and could not reap 
it; ſo it is—purſuing pleaſure we 
but chace the wind. 


A * * 


f a 


When 
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When retired 'for the night, I 


made comments, and formed conjec- 


tures on our foregoing converſation ; 
the latter part of which, left me no 
room to doubt but the female pri- 
ſoner, mentioned by my Nurſe, was 
ſome favourite lady of Dormoud's 3 
no man in the world, I believe, would 
have condemned himſelf for wiſh- 
ing to behold her—l honeſtly con- 
feſs my curioſity was raiſed... 


According to the deſcription Fam- 


mince (ſo was the Nurſe called) has 


given me, this concealed captivatreſs 
muſt be lodged near the ſubterrane- 
ous cell. I will, if poſſible, get a 
fight of her, whilſt Dormoud is on 
his vifit to. Louvois.— Vet why? Is 
the human mind ever reſtleſs if not 
enchained by the fine infatuation ? 
Would I prepare new torments for 

L 4 mz 


= ere — 2 
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my heart? O, Emily! how many 
days and nights muſt ſteal down the 
lonely courſe of time, before 1 ſhall 


ceale to love thee ! ! 


Thus I ſometimes mourned, and 
occationally.I reaſoned with myſelf. 
To wear out a bad ſituation, and enjoy 
a good one, is all the wiſe can do, con- 
tinued I, looking at the candle as it 
was blazing out its .exiſtence. I 
muſt bear this eternal impriſonment ; 
but, when Heaven chooſes to throw 
me a vagrant bleſſing, I will receive 
it with a ſmile. 


Full of theſe good old maxims, 
my fortitude returned; and juſt as 
the bell ſtruck eleven, I jumped into 
bed ; not wiſhing to dream of Fam- 
mince or her ghoſt, 


And 
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And yet Famminee came, with of- 
ficious modeſty,. and tucked me in; 
nay, I thought ſhe performed her of- 
fice more carefully than uſual. 


% Pray, Famminee, are you a- 


«© fraid the ghoſt of the Caſtle, or 
e the white ghoſt of your aunt Vin» 
« ny, will run away with me?“ 


Neither, Sir; but before I go to 
© bed I always ſee ever thing ſafe.” 


„ Ah, Famminee! I am eaſily 
& ſecured.” „ 


* 


* I was juſt thinking ſo.— 


And Famminee was forgettipg 


that the candle was melting over her 


fingers as ſhe held it obliquely. 


TY —_ 


— 


Ff . aut „ * _ 
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© Go to bed—good night do not 
faſten my door, {I never lock my 
« door. There is ſomething very 
e cowardly in locking doors. Here 
« is ſo much locking and ſnapping 
* in this priſon, that my ears are 
& dinned. I hope you always lock 
« yours, Famminee? Your ſex and 
ce character are more ſacred, you 
% have ſtrong reaſons to be guard- 


0 


K 


* 


| 10 ed 


55 Yes, Sir, but I wiſh— 
. What do you wiſh d' 

c O. 5 

cc What?“ 

Only— 1 


c What only? — Tell me inſtantly.” 


Only 
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© Only to hear you ſay your prayers. 
© You are ſo good—your voice is ſo 
«© ſweet I ſhould think an angel was | 
« praying. Ah, Sir! I loved inſtruc- 
© tion early, but my parents were 
poor, and I was neglected.” | 


” * — Sine... 
bn fo AS. — * 


« Poor maid !—kneel down b | 
«© my bedfide, and we will pray to- | 
6 gether.” | 


Famminẽe piouſly obeyed. TI 
prayed for what every body prays- 
for, except repentance, and for re- 
pentance I could not through my 
life ſee a neceffity. Famminee pray- 
ed with me; and I had reaſon to ſup- 
poſe that her artleſs fervency went 
farther towards heaven than mine. 
Our devotion, however, had one 
great and happy effect for Fammi-- 
nee, with the moſt innocent, and ſo- 

4 lemn 
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lemn . countenance, declared, ſhe 
ſhould, never more be afraid of appa- 
ritions, while ſuch a holy and righte- 
ous gentleman, as myſelf, was in the 
Caſtle ! Thus we ſee Virtue re-pro- 
ducing itſelf; and marking its own 
rewards not always as we expect, but 
in ſome mild direction, that proves 
no good action ſhall fall to the 
ground. 


For my part, I believe compoſure 
followed piety. Sleep refrefhing as 
the midnight dew to the ſun- ſcorched 
flower, fell on my ſenſes, and wrap- 
ped them from care, till the great 
bell ſtruck One; this was a long doze 
for me, who ſeldom knew repoſe, 
but with breaks and ſtartings that 
generally left me feveriſh,— 


The bell had not ſtruck two; I. 
| Was 
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was again yielding to ſlumber, when 
my door opened, and ] poſitively 
ſaw a form like that of the Marquis, 


c J will be no longer the ſlave of 
« terror | Give me, O Deity ! a por- 
« tion of thy divinity, if I am to 
« yreſtle with immortal beings !” 


The Marquis ſtood! I gazed at 
him ! He was pale, but not altered ! 
I began to ſhiver! He opened the 
door, back to the wall, and advanced 
one ſtep towards the foot of my bed. 
Cold drops trickled from my fore- 
head; my lips were ſealed, I could 
not ſpeak—all was filent—yet he 
ſeemed to liſten—-ſti]l my eyes were 
fixed on him! My whole foul was 
congealed into horrid attention ! He 
took a ſecond ſtep; I thought his eyes 
ſhone 
| « Good 
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cc Good God defend me ! Where 
66 will this end?“ 


Follow me!'—ſaid he in a low 
voice.— 


His voice faultered ! It was tremu- 
lous—I was immoveable ! 


Follow me ! — Henry — follow 
me — 


This repetition was dreadful! A 
noiſe, like that of heavy iron falling 
on a pavement, at that inftant made 
the Caſtle echo. The form ſtarted: 
from the door, and diſappeared. 


This is not mockery ! It is no it- 
lufion ! I ſaw him—it was the Mar- 
quis !—His hair—his placid features. 
O heaven! why is he diſturbed !— 

Why 


- 
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Why return to this dreary earth?— 
why appear to me, who can afford 
no comfort? Can revenge ſtimulate 
zthereal boſoms? Can he thirſt for 
vengeance? Seeing he can return to- 
life no more ! Or does he come to. 
prepare me for the everlaſting 
voyage !—for proſpects hitherto un- 
known! Yes—a ſpirit like his can 
only be the harbinger of good, and: 
I will ſpeak to him.— | 


It. was too late. My courage came 
when the opportunity of exerting it 
was paſt; and, however brave I 
might reckon myſelf, I cloſed not 
my eyes, but gladly welcomed the 
morning. 


Through the following day I was 
oppreſſed; a weight lay heavy at my 
heart; Dormoud perceived it when 

| he 
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he took leave of me, but aſcribed 
my weak ſpirits to my weak health ; 
his departure gave me relief, as J 
meant not to make him, or any other 
perſon my confident in thoſe nighily 
horrors of which I could not foreſee 
the event. All was quiet through the 
the day-: the melancholy that hung 
on me, ſympathetically hung on every 
hour that paſſed by, and increaſed 
as night approached ; ſo that I re- 
ſolved not to go to bed, nor even to 
put off my cloathes. 

With my candle burning, I fat 
reading till the clock ſtruck two; 
this was a late hour! I till ſat terri- 
fied and unhappy; ſolemn, as the 
grave, ſeemed this ſeaſon of 
darkneſs! The ravens croaking on 
the battlements! The winds break- 
ing on the nejghbouring rock that 

| hung 
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hung his jagged head over the ſea, 
and breaking with hollow mur- 
murs ! 


This may be the hour when ſhoals 
of ſpirits are wafting on the buoyant 
air! When all the actions of man- 
kind are revealed to ſupernatural 
beings ! When thoſe we have loſt may 
be looking down with heavenly pity 
on the mind that mourns! 


A tear, not due to the world, 
would ſteal down my eheek ! It was 
a tender tribute to the memory of 
| the Marquis. Still I fat creating 
phantoms ; and, looking at intervals, 
through the door which was a little 
open, as if I wiſhed ſor a viſit from 
the dead. 


Though 
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Thou who haſt liſtened fearfully 
to the melancholy cricket! — 


Thou who haſt ſeen the coal-cof- 
ſin leap out of the fire !— 


Thou who haſt watched the wind- 
ing- ſheet in the candle 


Thou who haſt ſtarted at the mid- 
night howl of thy dog Pompey !— 


And, after collecting thoſe awful 
omens, haſt put on thy wiſeſt look and 


© Somebody muſt die! 


Conceive, if poſſible, my figure 
in the chair! My hands trembling— 
knees ſhaking — body cold—breath 

. gone 
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gone—and mouth open—when I heard | 
footſteps in the paſſage !— 


Lord have mercy upon me ! 
O that the morning was come! 
My candle almoſt extinguiſhed — 
2M burns blue! 
What ſhall I fit here for ?— 
I cannot move ! 


And, as I could not move, I pofi- 

tively ſat ſhivering in the chair; 
when, to my aſtoniſhment, I ſaw 
Famminee paſs my door haſtily with 
a covered diſh in her hand; my ter- 
rors fell off, my candle no longer 
burned bluely ; and, in attempting to 


ſtand upon my feet, I found I could 
ſtand, 
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ſtand, I found myſelf as erect as ever 
] was. 


The changes a man may go through 
in a few minutes are wonderful! 
From ſtupidity to wiſdom, from inac- 
tivity to motion, from heat to cold, 
from life to death, and from death 
to life eternal; in which they ſay 
there can be no change; but then, 
I ſuppoſe, man ceaſes to be man. 


However theſe conſequences might 
one follow the other, I was very 
much inclined to follow Famminee ; 
I doubted not but the good girl 
would look in upon me, on ber re- 
paſſing my door, when ſhe had done 
what ſhe was going haſtily to do: 
but I wiſhed for more gratification ; 
I wiſhed to know whither ſhe was 


going 
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going at ſuch an unſcaſonable time, 
without a light too. 


This is a critical minute IA 
wiſer mortal than myſelf would not 
know which way to turn. The Mar- 
quis may come, when I ſhall not be 
at home, if 1 follow Famminee ! 
What ſhall I do? 

What, would any man do? Would 
he wait tremblingly for a ghoſt, or 
purſue a woman in whoſe concerns 
he is Intereſted ? 


The Marquis muſt viſit me in ſome 
juckier moment! muſt actually run 
after Famminee,— 


I ſlipped off my ſhoes ; threw my 
black-clock round me, pulled my 
white night-cap half over my face, 

| "I put 
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put out my candle, ſhut my door, 
and ſtole lightly along the paſſage. 


| Famminee was juſt turning the 
corner of a long aiſle, to go towards 
the ſubterraneous cell, when I had 
nearly over-taken her. 


The lamp-lighter of the Caſtle had, 
like other faithful ſervants, in the 
abſence of his maſter, taken box re- 
poſe, and had neglected the lamps in 
this ſolitary part not one was burn- 
ing; poor Famminee often halted ; 
I invoked every ſaint, in whoſe gui- 
dance I though ſhe might be, to in- 
ſpire her with courage enough to 
finiſh her buſineſs ! 8 


May the wicked turn from error 
May Famminee purſue the good; 
Left, i in her retreat, ſhe encounter evil oy 


My 
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My prayer, I believe, was heard ! 
And I as firmly believe that the ef 
fect of my piety was fairly ſhared 
between myſelf and Famminee. . She 
went on faſter, and I followed faſter. 


Again her fearful pauſes, irregular 
ſtep, ſighs and ſhortened breath, ſuf- 


ficiently convinced , me, that dark- 


neſs might be felt. 1 prayed a ſecond 
time ; ſhe ceaſed to linger—took a 
fit of running; and I, fancying ſhe 


was near where ſhe would be, ran 


too 


T was not deceived—Famminee 


made a full ſtop at a door I had never 


found out- It was fixed ſo neatly in 
the wall, behind a pillar, that it was 
imperceptible to all but the prying 
eyes of curioſity and deep deſign. 

"Here, 
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Here the © affrighred Famminee, 
half dead with imagination, ſtood, 
2nd took from her pocket a ponder- 
ous key. And here J, at that mo— 
ment, arrived ſpeechleſs, and peeped 
over her ſhoulder.! 


Had my viſage been like that of 
Meduſa, crowned with all her bafi- 
lifks, I could not have ſtruck more 
horror into the foul of Famminée. 
Her neck ſlowly turned—her eye- 
lids were expanded—and the ball; 
of ſight ready to burſt from their 
ſockets. —Whilſt the terrors I had 
filled her with began to. fill me with 
'Pity 3 and I was near being tempted 
to kiſs away her, ghaſtly ſurpriſe, 
when down fell the great key and the 
diſh of; proviſion from her hands ; ; fo 
rude a pets diſconcerted my chari- 


table deſign.— 


Fam- 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 241 


 Famminee did not tarry while I 
could form another ; but ran ſwiftly 
back the way ſhe came, without ut- 
tering a ſyllable ; I felt no inclination 
to follow her ; but took up the key 
and gathered up the fragments, 


Now have I a chance of beholding 
this adorable, ſo carefully concealed 
by that cormorant in beauty! Re- 
main where thou art Dormoud ! Be 
faithful to thy plans of political pow- 
er; fix the reeling ſtate ; do all thou 
dareſt, only give me leiſure to gaze 
on:charms meant to out-vie thoſe of 
my Emily !—Hold !—continved JI, 
reſting the key in the door, did ever 1 
a man .abruptly addreſs a fine wo- j 
man without wiſhing to inſpire her 1 
with the ſentiments he felt himſelf? | 4 
. What ſentiments fill my boſom at 9 

Vor. III. "JO this ti 
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this moment? None !—None in the 
world, but that of curiofity.—I de- 
clare my whole ſoul to be free from 
love! Woman! Faithleſs woman! 
ſhall conquer me no more I- But 
what a figure I cut? To be ſure it 
is not the beſt in the world —no 
matter I'll try my fortune. 


With a few more of ſuch reflec- 
tions, I unlocked the door; and, with 
ſome little glee, bore in my broken 
diſh of fiſh or fowl, or ſome other 
ſort of proviſion, I really knew not 
what it was— It was as I had it.— 


Not one forlorn match - light could I 
ſee! Not one expiring ember ! Not one 
 love-enkindled eye, that often hangs, 
like Heſperus, on a night of woe! 
And, without any ſuch advantages, 
what man could long preſerve his cour- 

age? 
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age courage, I ſuppoſe, is like 
other human qualities; ſometimes 
ſuddenly damped, and ſometimes dy- 
ing away of itſelf ; however that may 
be, through a long courſe of trial 
with others, I felt my whole ſtock of 
courage ſwiftly impelling me back- 
wards to the door by which I had 
entered ; yet, trying to advance be- 


fore I had loſt it all, I felt about with 


my feet.— Neither chair or ſtool ob- 
ſtructed me, I might ſtep as widely 
as I choſe. I ſwept the walls with 
my hand, they were damp and cold; 
I felt ſeveral doors, but they were 
locked : concluding, from thoſe my- 
ſterious circumſtances, that here muſt 
be ſome private paſſage known only 
to the Governor and Famminee, I 
reſolved to try whether the ſame 
great key would not unlock the other 
doors; and, on my firſt effort, one 

M 2 = 
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. of them opened 'on a long gallery ; 
at the diſtant end of which I ſaw a 
pale light feebly caſting its rays 
through the unwholeſome air, which 
was pent up in this gloomy place. 


I ſtood irreſolute—I forgot that J 
muſt at ſome future hour die; but 
I was only the daſtard of a moment. 
. My better genius ' whiſpered, that 
_ Virtue alone could ſmooth my paſ- 
ſage out of life: that time is of no 
value but to the good; and that if 
my exiſtence was cut off here, I ſhould 
fall in the path which eternally leads 
to Heaven. 


I am only anxious to relieve hu- 
% man miſery,” (ſaid I, reſuming 
more courage) “ I will go on.” 


All 


I. 
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All my honeſt aſpirations after 
beauty were, by this time, quite ſub- 
ſided. It was now a point of indif- 
ference to me, whether the priſoner, 


to whom [ was carrying my diſh of 


roviſion, was a gentleman or lady. 
P 2 


And yet, for one compaſſionate 


feeling, awakened in my boſom by a 


gentleman, ten would rouze for a 
lady. 


As! advanced along this ſolemn 
gallery, towards the light at the end 


of it, the floor on which I ſtepped 
ſhook beneath my feet, groans of de- 


fpair arofe from the very centre, and 


my amazement was not to be ex- 
preſſed. Struggling with my terrors, 
I wildly ruſhed on, and entered into 


a kind of hall, where a lamp was 
burning on a black marble; here I 


M 3 expected 
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expected to behold a fellow-creature 
of ſome ſort ! Saw nothing poſſeſſed 
of life. The hall was of 'oblong di- 
rection, in the floor of which were 
fixed ſeveral hinges and iron rings, by 
which appearances, I ſuppoſed, there 
were habitations beneath, ſuited to 
the torments of tyranny. 


* Whocomes ?' (faid ſome perſon in 
| A weak voice.) 


1c Fammines” (id I, attempting 
to deceive in a feigned voice.) 


I heard no more - waited looked 
around —no perſon came, nor could 
I exactly diſtinguiſh in which di- 
rection the voice had reached me. 


« Come forth,” ſaid I, loudly— 


Such 
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Such a heavy peal of chains ſaluted 
me, without the leaſt ſound of hu- 
man language or complaint, that I 
was awfully convinced none could 
come. forth who were impriſoned 
here ! | 


Impatient at delay, and fearing 
dawn would ſurprize me, I ſeized the 
lamp, ſet it down near the iron rings 
on the floor, and thruſting the great 
key into one of the ſmalleſt, put my 
knee on the board, and, with my 
whole force collected, wrenched out 
the ring and drew up a narrow door. 


Through this wonderful and ſo- 
lemn hour, I retained ſelf- collection 
Il put my face down; all was dark 
I could hear no noiſe—not a ſigh, 
or groan, all was impenetrable hor- 
ror |! 


M 4 Diſ- 
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Diſcouraged, and difappointed, [ 
removed the lamp; and was rifing 
from the floor, when I obſerved ſome 
broken ſteps, lightly faſtened with 
cords, ſo as to be taken away at plca- 
ſure, and down I went with the lamp 
in my hand. 


This diſmal deſcent was- of much 
greater length than I could have ſup- 
poſed it. J at laſt alighted, not on 
pavement, or poliſhed marble, but 
on human ſkeletons, whoſe bones 
were white as ivory with age! 


«« Merciful Creator What could 
be thy purpoſe .in making man ? 
ve Is it thus thy image can be fo fre- 
6 quently broken and defaced ?” 


Like a ſtatue I ſtood, as if at a loſs 
to Know why I came here; my un- 
derſtand- 


v 
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derſtanding was bewildered—I could 
not comprehend the tenor of my own 
a&tions—what was I purſuing ? When 
was I to return? What could I be 
capable of in ſo dark a dungeon? 


Drawing a deep ſigh, that relieved 
my heart, I ventured to turn my head 
a little on one ſide; when, to heighten 
my diſtreſs, 1 ſaw a figure leaning on 
a coffin! 


I may not be believed; but I ſo- 
lemnly declare, that I could not diſ- 
tiguiſh whether it was man or wo- 
man! The robe or cloak was black; 
the face appeared to be entirely 
black — no part appeared mortal, ex- 
cept two white hands, on one of 
which reſted the head of the figure, 
as the elbow lay on the lid of the 
cotiin, E 
=_ « What- 
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«© Whatever thou art, ſpeak !“ (ſaid 
I, in a voice ſcarcely intelligible.) 


© Who are you that come ſo a- 
| bruptly to diſturb my few remain- 
ing hours? I am a man, and aſk 
no conſolation.” 


cc That voice II have heard that 
cc voice 


Be not diſcompoſed you will 
* ſoon ceaſe to hear it,— 


ce If you can ſee, Sir, look up; for 
* the ſake of Heaven raiſe your- 
“ ſelf ! Look fully at me!“ — 


I drew the lamp aſide; and, to my 
aſtoniſhment, ſaw the face of the cap- 
tive was concealed under a black 
| N J 


At 
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At my requeſt he altered his at· 


titude looked at me; aroſe from his 
ſeat to obſerve my features minute- 
ly—and ſtarting, exclaimed, 

« Forbid it! O forbid it pitying 
Angels! 


cc Tremendous taps þ Can it be 


« —it is—it is wy, long-loſt Fa- 


& ther 1“ 


1 fell on his ſacred boſom !—Mi- 
ſerable as we were, we felt all the 
pleaſure affection could afford a fon 


and father !— 


A long ſilence enſued; we were 
drowned in tears; loſt to the poor 
impertinence of words —Whence, my 
Father came, or how he was buried 


in Wis priſon, was of no import. I 
M 6 knew 
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% : 
knew his birth; I knew the cauſe for 
which he was 'doomed to ſuffer loſs 
of freedom, and had a thouſand 
queſtions been neceſſary, this was no 
ſeaſon for cold recital. 

It was conſolatory ; nay, it was fe- 
licity, to meet after ſo many tedious 
years. After ſtruggling ſingly with 
inexorable fate, we could only arti- 
culate a few incoherent” "enquiries : 
half an expreſſion, at ſuch a moment 
as this, forcibly makes way to the 
heart, 


Lamentation and condolence were 
ineffectual here; we did not indulge 
either. I took a view of this cell, 
but could find no window or aper- 
ture whereby my Father might draw 


air. He Nane to an opening very 
| ſmall 
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ſmall and grated, through which the 
air came from the ſea. 7 


* How long have you been here, 
5 my dear Sir?“ 


Five years, I think, or more; — 
© but I was not kept up ſtrictly till 
« within a year paſt; nor was I con- 
© demned to this dreadful dungeon 
© till within a few days paft, when a 
© rumour pf rebellion kindled, and 
conducted by my brother the Duke 
© of B*#*#*#®, cauſed me to be plung- 
« ed from the light of day.” 


« Where is my deareſt mother, 
« Sir?” N 


My father ſighed. 


« Docs ſhe exiſt ?” 


—_ 
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© Do not aſk me, Henry! 


& If, Sir, it would not give you 
“% pain, I—" 


© Fear the worſt, my fon.—You 
© remember when our credulity had 
c lulled us in the ſnares of that treache- 
© rous Abbeſs? You remember the 
© night when you were borne from 
© the houſe $djotning, Emily, s con- 
« vent?” 


f 


© Too well. I have bitter cauſe.” 


_* Your mother and myſelf had 
* yielded to repoſe, which was broken 
© by the found of the great bell in 
© the convent. We aroſe, went to 
© the window, and perceived a large 
© body of men at the gate. We hur- 
© ried to  Crels, haſtened to your 
. apartment, 


R X KX oa 
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apartment, found only your appa- 
rel, and gave you up as loſt for 
ever! Anxious to preſerve my 
Eleanora, I hoped to eſcape with 
her into the foreſt, and leave her 
concealed among the thickets, un- 
der cover of the night, whilſt I re- 
turned to learn your fate. The 
houſe was filling with foldiers, I 
took your mother by the hand, led 
her by chance down the back-ſtairs, 
and there meeting a poor young 
girl, who was a ſervant in the 
houſe, we earneftly implored her 
pity. Our appeal to her heart was 
ſudden ſhe was ſurpriſed into com- 
paſſion; her eyes ſhot forth the fi- 
ner charities of the female charac- 
ter; and, without ſpeaking, ſhe 
conducted us through a kind of 
cellar, by which we got ſafely from 


the houſe, whilſt the lights were 


s increaſing 


256 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


© increaſing and the uproar was 
high. 


© In flying into the foreſt, we met 
an old man and his ſon, whoſe di- 
* rection we requeſted, provided they 
* knew the country. They not only 
gave information, but offered to 
conduct us; and we deſired them 
to purſue no beaten path, but ſeek 
* the deep, part of the wood. The 
ald man uſhered on my dear wife; 
© the young one, with his ſword drawn 
(for he was a ſoldier) walked behind 
© Us. 


79 You will be amazed at the ca- 
6. price of Fortune when I tell you 
theſe two men were, the father and 
| © brother of poor ill-fated Anna !— 

She had informed us, that her fa- 


ther was gone to ſee her brother, 
WY © who 


7 
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who was ill in an hoſpital. They 
had met.—Malnor was recovered, 
and they were returning to their 


* cottage, wherein their lovely rela- 
© tive was to be ſeen no more. 


Lad 


« Malnor ! Sir !—Impoſhble ! He 
© was a priſoner here when I came.” 


© It might be ſo !—Malnor and his 


father continued to guide us into 


© the thick part of the foreſt—our 
* flight was vain! We were over- 
© taken by a party of dragoons. I 
* was unwilling to ſurrender; the 
© ſoldiers were fierce; and my Elea- 
© nora, wild with apprehenſion for 
the man ſhe loved, threw herſelf 
© before me, and received the point 
* of a bayonet aimed at my heart. 
«© She fell at my feet! I threw my- 


* ſelf down by her, raiſed her droop- 


* 
ng 
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6 


4 


* 
= 
1 


. 
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ing head, and called on her af. 
frighted Spirit! My anguiſh was 
terrible Eleanora whiſpered— 


Henry! my loved, my injured 
Henry, a long farewel!— 


And ſpoke to me no more. Deaf 
to the threats of the ferocious ſol- 
diers, I lay on the ground; the 
barbarians deemed my ſorrows of 
no importance; and, after con- 
ſigning the breathleſs form of my 
 angel-wife to the care of the old 
man, they bound his unfortunate 
ſon, and condemned him to ſhare I 

my future deſtiny, We were how» 
ever, conſigned to different pri- 
ſons, till within the laſt eighteen 
months. 


„The 
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The tears of the aged are rich! i 
© they are full of the remembrance U 
© of many years !—They plentifully 4 
' © rolled from the eyes of Malnor's [1 
father. g 
O good old man! what can be [a 
* ſaid to comfort thee ! Thou art 1 
* deſpoiled of all! Thou knoweſt . 
* not thy bitterneſs of woe ! Thou 1 
© art the harmleſs victim of guilty | 
greatneſs ! The ſlaves of voluptu- \ 
< ouineis have cauſed thy venerable | 
© head to bow over the tomb. of 1 
* thy unoffending Anna, — She is 
© gone!” | 


_ © Gone!—] left her at home — 
(replied the poor cottager). 


© She is no more! And, with me, 
* thy generous ſon is doomed to be 
© cue 
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* cut off from liberty. Do not weep! 
* Bear life a little longer !—Thou 
* haſt been uſed hardly, very hardly, 
in this world We know not why. 
© Thou wilt ſoon turn thy back upon 
it, and thy Anna may welcome 
© thee to another ſphere. 


ſ 

© I charge thee to hold my Elea- 
nora ſacred ! Every angel, near the 
* throne of the Creator, will look 
© down and approve thee ! Sit near 
her till morn; ſome pitying paſ- 
© ſengers may aſſiſt thee in perform- 
ing her obſequies; and ſhould they 
© mourn over ſo much beauty, O! 
© tell them, their every tear is pre- 
* cious to the brother of their King. 


© The foldiers ſtarted —MalJnor at 

© a diftance, with his hands bound, 
4 obſerved a ſullen filence—T was 
: wtoo 


IN 
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* 


©. 


old man was carneil; would have 
E {aid ſomething of Anna; but the 
* {tate hirelings, by which we were 
ſurrounded, hurried us from the 
« ſcene, and left the father of Mal- 
nor bathed in tears near the form of 
my lamented Eleanora.“ 


A 


La) 


What a tale was this! Our ſorrows 
were reciprocal, —Still I was not fa- 
tisfied—my ſoul ſeemed to thirſt for 
new. harrors, as if an extenfive know- 
ledge of irremediable calamity could 
give eaſe. My father endeavoured 
with difficulty, to go on. Frequent 
ſighs, from his broken heart, inter- 
rupted him; but he informed me, 
that after a ſeries of inſult and op- 
preſſion, Malnor and himſelf were 
put on board a veſlel; and, upon 
landing, conveyed to this Caſtle, 

through 


too diſtracted to be explicit. The 
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through a long and diſmal paſſage, 
cut out of the earth near the ſea 


o 


ſhore ; and added, 


We were confined, the firſt night, 
in a ſubterraneous dungeon or cell, 
ſomewhere in this wing of the Caſ- 
tle, into which we were forced 
through a ſmall door in the rock; 
it being judged neceſſary that 1 
never ſhould be known, nor even 
ſeen to enter this infernal priſon. 
Malnor was not allowed to remain 
here, he was conducted to a ſepa- 
rate priſon, I know not whether 
the picture of your mother was 
ſtolep from me that night, or whe- 
ther I loſt it in that den—it was 
gone from my boſom in the morn- 
ing, when this maſk was fixed on 
me for ever to remain! My fea- 


tures, thus concealed, I was per- 
© mitted 


N 


* 


from my boſom, I preſſed it to my 
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mitted to aſcend, and ſometimes 


walk on this fide the Caſtle, but 
never allowed to ſpeak, on the pe- 


ril of being ſhot; for the obſer- 
vance of this, a man alway sattend- 


ed me with a loaded piſtol ; but 


here guards would be ſuperfluous. 
I am not expected to ſurvive long; 
my coffin is provided, at my re- 
queſt ; here 1 * neglected and 
forgotten. 


'T aking the picture of my mother 


lips with tender reverence; and, on 


my knee, once more reſtored it to a 


heart impreſſed with her image 


We could not ſpeak.— 


My Father's eyes alternately wan» 


dered from the picture to me—he 
looked wildly—I was terrified at the 


conflict 
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conflict I ſaw him endeavouring to 
ſupport.— 


Departed dae 1 ſhall ſoon be 
© with thee! - 


1 FP 
« O my Father —” 


; | © Grieve not, my Henry! I am 
4 conſoled with the idea of meet- 
© ing my Eleanora beyond the grave. 


„Try to hope !—Try to live, my 
cc deareſt Father !—My uncle, the 
Duke of B***# will perſevere — 
'« will deliver you Let me rouze 


e you from dejection!“ 


— f | 25 | * 


To ſtrengthen my ſupplication, I 
haſtily related the wonderful chance 


by which I ſecured the great key; 
Famminèe's terror, on ſuppoſing ſhe 


1 9 | had 
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had ſeen a ghoſt; Dormoud's ab- 
ſence; the favour I was in with him, 
and my hope of . adminiſter- 
ing comfort. ee 4 


My. Father 3 3 to figs + 
waved his enquiries, but hinted that 


I was a Ee for life. 4 14 
7 


« Noble Heary! How ee 2 
2 * better fate pom Tao lt 5 f 


« W _ not ones my. I'M Sir! | | 
* hope! Iwill try to draw you if 
«© from this dun eon; T Will ſooth | i 
“ Dormoud on his return; 1 think 5 | 
« he is a ſtranger to my birth; and 
© we need not reveal that ſecret; 
4e but 1 wilt viſit you at midnight, 
5e bring you comfort, invite vou to i 
eat, ihvite you to live for my 
ce ſake !” | 


Vol, ML. ö My 


La) 


a) 
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My Father faintly ſmiled, and ſup- 
preſſed a ſigh. 


Fearing the day would break, I 
bade him adieu for the moment; aſ- 
cended, fixed the ring in the floor, 
and left all in appearance as I found it. 


My heart melted with tender an- 
xiety over my ſacred treaſure. Here 
was an object for me to live for! 
Here was a Father! my ſoul ſo lately 
deſolated by faithleſs love, welcomed 
the N joy of filial piety. 


7 


Great Pojiar | Permit me to fave 
him ! Support. him! Command him 
to live! 1 : 


Thus e objects of affliction, 
inſtead of depreſſing, call forth my 
exertions: : I was animated ; my feel- 
ings were too ſublime to be brought 
down by diſmay, 

On 
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On entering my apartment, I gave 


a looſe to that filent and unavailing 
grief due to thoſe we love, and muſt 
| behold no more! But doubly poign- 
ant when claimed by the ſhade of an 
amiable mother !—PFor her my tears 


often penſively fell; yet I reſolved 


to reſtrain them when in the preſence 
of my Father ; ſhould Heaven allow 
me to ſteal upon him 1 in ws midnight 


hour. 


Famminee had not met a perſon, 


above her own level, in whom ſhe 
could repoſe more confidence than 


ſhe could in me, I was pleaſed with 
her innocent frankneſs, She appear- 
ed to have no vice to conceal ; and 
all her actions ſpoke ſimple goodneſs 
of heart—ſuch characters meet the 


 invidious ſneer of grovelling and ſu- 


perficial ſpirits ; ; who are gay without 
N 2 wit, 
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wit, and vain without wiſdom. But 
I wiſhed to ſhun every ungenerous 
ſentiment, and was delighted in con- 
templating a mind that never ſhrunk 
from inveſtigation. ' Indeed, had 
Famminee made the boſom of Henry 
the repoſitory of any wayward paſ- 
ſion, he would have taught her to 
conquer, not have betrayed her—But 
Famminee felt no wayward paſſion 
beyond her own controul. 


Pale as death, and.trembling with 
terror, ſhe ran to me early in the 
morning; and, in broken language, 
hurried through the ſtory of the paſt 
night; ſolemnly proteſted, ſhe had 
ſeen the apparition; that he had 
looked over her ſhoulder, and that 
ſhe thought his eyes were as large as 


ſaucers. 
Non 
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1% You certainly compute by fear, 
« Famminee, But be ſecret ; ſpeak 
« of this to nobody but me. Who 
© knows but the ghoſt may reveal 
« ſome hidden treaſure ; if ſo, I pro- 
Lam you ſhall have it all.“ 


La) 


« 


- 


What moſt exvited my cifibility, 
(and I would have given much for 
the indulgence of an hearty laugh) 
was Fammin&e's ſolemn account of 
the loſs of the great key; the _ 
and even the proviſion. 


ww 


I affected to look ſurprized, when 
I was nearly convulſed with the broad 
humour of the moment. 


© Bleſs me, Sir, where could it go 
© to? I could find nothing this morn- 
© ing. All gone! All vaniſhed !* 
N 3- HI again 
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I again adviſed her. to be filent as 
the grave on all ſhe had ſeen; and 
to contrive, with Trappillvitte, how 
to procure another key, before the 
Governor returned, left diſagree. 
able queſtions might be aſked, =_ 
correction enſue. 


She thought my 1 good; 
we took off the lock, I gave her 
money. F rappillvitte, did as ſne bad 

him, and in ſeven hours a. key was 
procured. But Famminèe extorted 
my promiſe to accompany her, 
when at dead night' ſhe was oblig- 

ed to carry food to the diſmal fide of 
the Caſtle, 

de Why are you ordered to go at 
« night, Famminte ?” 5 


£ Becauſe, Sir, one of the priſoners, 
: | © nobody 
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6 nobody knows nothing. about but I 
L and the Governor. 


e Is it the lady, you mean?? 
© Yes, Sir.“ 
_« Are you certain it is a lady?“ 


e Not quite ; I only ſaw a tall per- 
ſon in black, as the door was half- 
open; that perſon is now removed 
to a deep apartment ; and, if I had 
not loſt the key, I ſhould not have 
ſeen any more; for the Governor 
ordered me to ſlide the food down. 
through an opening in the floor 


made for che W 
4 


FFV 


ta) 


J was now convinced that Fam- 
mince had miſtaken my Father for 
a lady, whilſt he was ſuffered to oc- 
cupy one of the front cells on this 

nl fide 
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- fide the Caſtle ; and doubted not but 
it was his voice I had heard pro- 
nounce the name of Henry, and his 
coffin I had ſeen with the * * 


on it. 


After encouraging this timid maid, 
by every aſſurance of my future 
friendſhip, ſhe departed to purſue 
her avocations. I read through the 
morning; arranged my little hiſtory 
thus far, and concealed it; and went 
to ſup with the Deputy-Governor. 


Dormoud, he informed me, was 
expected at the Caſtle in the morn- 
ing; I was pleaſed, for I hoped to 
ſoften the rigour with which my Fa- 
ther was treated, _ ; 


\ 


Dormoud had owned himſelf to be 


held by no one principle to any ob- 
ject 


* * 
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jet. He appeared to be virtuous, 
or vicious, in obedience to circum- 
-ſtance : if he did an action for the 
good of others, it was by accident. 
He was alſo a villain by accident; 
* So are my ſuperiors,” he would 
have ſaid, had I reaſoned thus with 
him. 


If I can, by accident, convert thy 
cruelty into mercy, Dormoud, my 
act may prove to thee a polar ſtar. 
Thou may'ft look up to it when thy 
little bark puts off from the world! 
In truth, I meant to prove that Loy- 
alty is vice, when trampling with au— 
dacity on the meck boſom of Inno- 
cence. And to ſeduce Dormoud 
from that fidelity which Prat 

ly made him a murderer. 


1 returned to my chamber, and 
b N 5 waited 
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waited for Fammin&e. The hour at 
length arrived when the was to attend 
my Father; I accompanied her, we 
paſſed through the long gallery /in 
profound ſilence; came into the hall, 
where the ſolitary lamp was continu- 
ally kept burning; and here Fam- 
minee placed the little ruſh baſket, 
in which were refreſhments for my 
Father, on a looſe board, that bent 
down through a cavity with its 
weight; and, when lightened, flew 
up again, by a fpring, to its firſt 
-: wor 


This was not a moment for me to 
ſpeak to my Father; not a word paſ- 
ſed. I impolitely forgot to converſe. 
with Famminee as we returned; but 
I imprinted the kiſs of peace on her 
cheek as I left her at the door of my 


| apartment. 


The 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 275 


The bell had ſtruck one—I had 
put out my candle as if I meant to 
be retired for the night; but, when 
all was ſtill, I took viands I had pre- 
| pared in the day, more delicate than 
thoſe allowed my unfortunate Father, 
and ſet off again quietly for his dun- 

geon. 


1 had laughed at 'Famminee's miſ- 
taking me for a ghoſt, yet muſt ho- 
neſtly confeſs, I was not quite cured 
of that ſame ſort of imagination re- 
ſpecting the Marquis, fince I knew 
nothing like him but the figure I 
had ſeen. I dared not to carry a 
light—began to be plaguily diſcon- 
certed ; wiſhed for Famminee, and 
gradually loſt all that was man about 

me. 


I am afraid! (ſaid I to myſelf) L E 
MN cannot 
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cannot help it!—When a boy I could 
whiſtle whilſt tripping through a 
church-yard by night—Can I whiſtle 
vow No 


Too proud to yield ; and too fee- 
ble to conquer the powers of chimera 
that floated on. my fancy, I ſlowly 
advanced, and had nearly reached 


the Pillar, behind which the door 


was fixed that I had entered only an 
hour paſt with Famminée. Strange 
caprice of the human mind-! Strange 
that it ſo ſeldom depends upon itſelf. 
Surely inviſible Beings come around 
us in ſolitude, and Nature is over 
powered, we know not Why! ! I really 


felt differently than when accom- 
panied by that defenceleſs maid. 


I ſtooped to put my little lot of 


_ cates and cooling: fruits on the floor, 


whilit 
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whilſt I took out my great key; and, 
raiſing myſelf up, ſaw the form of 
the Marquis, actually placed upright 
againſt the door !— 


| Down dropped. on my knees. I 
had not the leaſt idea of braving an 
immaterial Spirit; and forgot to take 
to my heels, as Fammin&e had more 
wiſely done. — All the ſnows of Rho- 
dope, melting on my head, could not 

have congealed me more compleatly, 


The Marquis, in awful filence, took 
up the fruits! 


* Why what a coward you are 
grown, Henry !—give me your 
c hand : 


I burſt into tears, 


What 
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© What melts your ſpirit, Henry; 
Why do you weep, when you 
* ſhould be brave, and ſelſ-prepared! 
 —You tremble.” 


© O]! TIam—l am a coward ! Ten 
* thouſand feelings make me fo!” 


/ 


* 


© Riſe! Riſe Henry I come not 
© from another world 


5e Is it poſſible? Can you be the 
% Marquis?“ 


© I am the Marquis —I am that 
© man who once ſaw you at Cartha- 
« gena, bravely defending yourſelf 
© againſt the ruffians of the night. 
Come to my heart—I now know 
« your value.“ 


Trembling, yet obedient with a- 
Roniſh- 
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ſtoniſhment, I made a reluctant ad- 
vance— he held me to his boſom—lI 
was convinced of his mortal iden- 
tity. | 


© I ſaw you in your coffin.—What 
* miracle preſerved you?“ 


, Malnor preſerved me.—-I muſt 
be brief. —_— * "i, with 


* 


1 me. 


i Tell me in few words.” 


© Awakened by the rumbling of 
the herſe, or becauſe I had ſlept 
my nap out (I cannot tell which) 
* ſymptoms of life were diſcovered 
© in me by poor Malnor, in two 


a 


© hours after we had, in direful caval- 


* 


cade, left the Caſtle- gate. Malnor 


had n left open the cover of 
"© 


K 
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my ooo had given him a 
« purſe of Lows d'or—He bribed 
the venal attendant who was to ſee 
me interred in the chapel of St. 
Kak; and, taking me inſtantly into 
© a low houſe, in a valley, chafed 
© my cold limbs till.I returned his 
N aſſiduities with a 3 : 


Lay 


N 


of.” 


6 Wonderful ache 4 


© It is as wonderful, that Malnor 
© forced me to ſwallow a liquid which 
© cauſed me to throw up that load of 
© deadly poifon, which had lain con- 
gealed in my ſtomach for more 
than forty hours. Allons—quick 
—follow me 1 


* * 


K 


J may not follow you G —*! 


Heaven forbid! - | 
„I have 


| THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 281 


« J have a Father—" 


A Father Ee is dead Aal. 
nor, who was impriſoned with him, 
© told me he had not ſeen him for 


© ſome days before we left the Caſ- 


« tle, and that he muſt have been 
* lecretly executed. 


7 


6 But my Father breathes yet, in 


« a diſmal dungeon near us.“ 


I unlocked the door ; the bell of | 


the Caſtle rang, and we obſerved, 
through the grated window that look- 
ed over the ſea, that gs. had 
"_ the horizon, 


It is too late iy, 15 geh 
* Marquis,” 


4 & 
« we 11 * 


LI obey, 8 


E eee. 


282 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 
© I obey.— The Duke of B. 


© will rejoice—We are in ambuſh 
_ © along the beach. —Adieu ! Be chear- 
ful! By the mighty ſoul of uni- 

verfal love, I will return or die! — 


* 


The great bell again rang a louder 
peal — We heard the guards; and 
darted from each other like two agi- 
tated fpirits, who, in different direc- 
tions, are ſent to finiſh an important 
work. 8 


Here was a long and lonely night 
paſſed away by my dear expecting 
Father, without ſeeing me! Vet how 
were the hours filled up by hopeful 
circumſtance in his favour! He was 
languiſhing in deſpair, a ſtranger to 
the myſterious labours of his fate; I 
detained from affording him tempo- 
vary comfort ; whilſt fen diſappoint- 

ment, 


5 


9 
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ment, and ſeeming ſeverity of fortune, 


the Father of Pity was deducing good, 


that we might be taught to truſt, and 
to adore, 


E. concealed my key, flipped off 


my clothes and went to bed, that I 


might be found in a ſecure and 


harmleſs ſituation by the ſoldiers, 
who were to go the morning- round. 


1I had ſupported the ſtrange events 


of the two preceding nights with 


much fortitude. My intellectual 
powers were ſtrained as high as Na- 
ture would allow them to go: Na- 
ture herſelf unbent them on my pil- 
low ; while the ſhadow of Hope paſſ- 
ed over me, and I lay diffolved in 
ſleep till the clock firuck twelve in 
mid- day. 1 | 


% 


Happy 
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Happy for me to be found ſo quiet! 
Dormoud had arrived full of hurry 
and anxiety. His firſt enquiry was 
for me; his ſecond for Famminee, 
who bluſhed, and told him ſhe had 
acted agreeably to his commands. 
All was right ſo far. — The Governor 
was compoſed, and invited me to dine 
with bim. 


Captivity was now concentering 
her horrors ! Speedily bringing her 
victims within a narrow focus, that 
they might more exquiſitely taſte her 
mental anguiſh! I had marked her 
progreſſion, through the ſlowneſs of 
time, as ſhe crept on, accumulating 
miſery for my Father and me. - How 
feeble was my oppofing ! How inca- 
pable was I of rending the ſnares 


in which we were entangled. Let 


Hope 
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Hope would not flatter, when Reaſon 
ſaw no ſafety. 


Hope! Thou gentle whiſperer.— 


What would man be without thee! 


too often does he rudely baniſh thee 
to woo deſpair. —Yet, to his troubled 
ſoul, thou weareſt an eternal ſmile ; 
ever buſy in holding back the ſtorms 
of life, The hour of abſence is 


thine! Angels taught thee to plead ! 


Thou art the firſt born of Love ! the 
univerſe is full of thy breathing. — 
Vet even thou can bring the form of 
Emily no more ! 


My fine ſoliloquies would not do. 
I was deſponding.—To arrange words, 
make them trip after each other ea- 
{:ly, and call a multitude of them 
Eloquence, is very pretty. But, Oh! 
. the ſoul fits high amidſt her 
ſtubborn 
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ſtubborn virtues; when ſhe braves 
the arrows of an injurious world; lan- 
guage, beneath her, is as the mur- 
murs of the rivulet. 


J aroſe to dreſs; ſat down again 
on the fide of my bed; felt much 
reluctance to obey the invitation of 
the Governor, and a kind of pre- 
ſentiment, that I never more ſhould 

| dine with him—T had no bequeſt to 
e make—my papers were all I valued, 
I once thought of encloſing them in 

a ſmall box, and throw them, with 

the picture of my mother, into the 

ſea; but I had given the picture to 

my Father, and had neglected to pro- 

vide the box. : 


«© No matter” (faid I) * it can 
te be of no importance to the world 


5: er ans.” 
Theſe 
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Theſe reflections brought to my 
remembrance, that part of the dream 


of Publius Cornelius Scipio, where 
he ſuppoſes himſelf to be converſing 
with the Spirit of his father Paulus, 
his elevated addreſs (though a hea- 
then) was pathetic, and ſerved me 


well.—I was ſad; my ſoul would 


have pointed forward, and I could 


have exclaimed with the younger Sci- 


pio, whole language was impreſſed on 
my memory when a boy. 


Tell me' (ſays he) O, moſt ex- 
© cellent and moſt reverend father! 
ſince only to be as thou art, is to 
live: why may I not haſten to join 
thee ?? | 


” ' 


. 


© It muſt not be? (anſwers the Spi- 


rit of Paulus) for unleſs that God, 


© whoſe temple is the whole expanſe, 
a © ſhall 


: 
4 
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— 


c 


« 


A 


ſhall free thee from that bodily 
cloiſter, thou canſt have no acceſs 
hither. For ſuch is the law im- 
poſed at the hour of creation on 
human kind, that mortals maintain 
their ſtation on the orb called 


Earth; which is fituated in the 


midſt of this expanſe, For this 
purpoſe hath Spirit been imparted 
to them from theſe inextinguiſh- 
able fires, which you call conſtel- 
lations and ſtars, which being of 
globular and rotund form, and en- 
dowed with divine intelligence, 
perform their reſpective courſes and 
revolutions with wonderful velo- 


city. Wherefore it is your duty, 


O Publius! and that of all the 
pious among men, to retain your 
ſoul within the priſon of your body, 
and not to remove from mortal life 


without the leave of him who en- 
dowed 


A 


N A 


8 


o 
* 
* 
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dowed you with that ſoul ; left you 
ſhould ſeem to deſert that depart- 
ment of duty allotted to you by the 
divinity. ß. [71 #117 90/8 
* + # + „ „ + If this ha- 
bitation appear to you diminutive, 
raiſe your contemplation to the di- 
vine abodes; deſpiſe what the 


Earth preſents. For what celebri- 


ty, what ſolid glory can you expect 
to obtain from man? You' ſee the 


dwellings of your fellow. creatures 


on earth; how thinly ſcattered”; 
how circumſcribed ! And even thoſe 
ſpecks, (by them termed king- 
doms,) which they do 'inhabit, are 
ſo interſperſed with extenſive de- 


ſerts, the inhabitants ſo ſeparated ; 


cut off from mutual intercourſe, 
ſtrange in their relative ſituations 
ſome in oblique direction, others 
turned from you, and others again 


Vol. III. * directly 
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© directly oppoſite, that from ſuch 
© beings the glory you can expect to 
© acquire, can be but as the vapour 
© of the morning. * *##*## can 
your fame ſoar beyond that Cau- 
* caſus? Who will waft it acroſs the 
© Ganges? What inhabitant-of the 
other parts of the Eaſt, or of the 
« Weſt, or of the North, or of the 
South, will ever hear your name? 
£ Yet take but theſe away, what a 
< fmall compaſs is left within which 
your glory can expand itſelf! Even 
© your friends, who now ſound your 
£ praiſes, how long will they continue 
c to ſound them ? Should their chil- 
£ dren be inclined to hand down the 
character of Publius Cornelius Sci- 
© pio, tranſmitted to them by their 
<, anceſtors, to late poſterity, ſtill 
< through inundations and conflagra- 


tions of the Earth; which, in the 
courſe 


* 
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courſe of time muſt neceſſarily hap- 
pen, you never could attain a laſt- 
ing, much Jeſs an everlaſting re- 
nown. Nay, of what fignification 
is it, that thoſe who are yet unborn 
are to talk of you? Since none of 
the prior races of men will ever 
have breathed your name? Men, 


not leſs numerous ; men of higher 


worth, and. of thoſe who are anxi- 
ous to found your fame, remember 
Scipio. Not one man's memory 
can take in entire the occurrences 
of a fingle year. Reſt: not then on 


human glory, let Virtue attract you- 


towards other ſpheres. 


Of thoſe who have devoted them- 
ſelves to enervating Pleaſure ; who 
have kneeled to Vice, while ſhe 
threw fEtters on them, who have 


done violence to the laws of order 


O 2 and 


292 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


© and. of Heaven; their impure 

2 Spirits, parted from the body, roll 
* groveling round the circle of this 

* Earth, till they have exhauſted the 

© torments of many ages, when they 

may return to theſe regions.“ 

| So)erpio's Dream. 


Thy maxims, noble Roman, would 
make an excellent contraſt to the creed 
of royal tyranny ; thy ſelf-denying 
precepts have borne me out a lictle, but 
I queſtion much whether I have not 
ſtruggled in,vain—1 ſhould not think 
ſo, could I preſerve my Father ! 


Not expecting that the exiſtence of 
myſelf or my Father would ever be 
proved to the world, I concealed my 
papers in the lining of my waiſtcoat, 
uncertain of my fate from one hour 
to another. Tbis trifling preparation, 


which I thought the laſt, took up 
the 
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the morning ; and I was ftill muſing 
on life ſo vainly ſpent, when Dor- 
moud's . meſſenger ſummoned me to 
dinner. | te 


Politeneſs was the ſoul of this man; 
it threw around him a kind of inſpi- 
ration, which animated the penſive, 
rendered the timid confident, and ſuſ- 
pended care: yet I perceived (for 
the firſt time) his gaiety was aſſum- 

ed. He was not, at this hour, the 
compleatly- hardened libertine. He 
paid me every attention; was more 
than uſually officious, and in haſte 
committed blunders at table which 
ſpoke him not at peace within. Wine 
was his panacea—wine gave his acme 
of hilarity—he drank plentifully, and 
grew wild, without being convivial. 


1 had hoped to ſteal upon his ſofter 
feelings, in favour of my dear un- 


O 3 happy 
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happy Father. The hours rolled on 
whilſt he was languiſhing! Every 
moment was an age !— The diſcom- 
poſure, fits of muſing, and ſudden 
ſtarts of the Governor, conſpired to 
repel my. fond! im patience. 


« The Cbrdetier was a d—ned im- 
kee, Henry _ 
& An'ithpoſtor, Sir —“ 

No more a Cordelier than Iam.— 
So, you ſee, the cloak of Religion, 
the cloak of Juſtice, the cloak. of 

Loyalty, with every other cloak 

equally good in themſelves, are 

meant for nothing but to wrap up 

Vice, which elſe could ſtand naked 
to the broad-eye of the world.“ 


. - ” * 1 * 
„ "Q * 


Dormoud always thought: like a 
man in the world—I 1 one going 
out of it. 

cc The 
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© The Cordelier a villain! Poor 
« Emily l How ſelf-deceived,” 


* True camelion holineſs —What 
© an idiot I was to be foiled at my 
* own weapons.— I had prided my- 
« ſelf in wearing hypocriſy with more 

grace than any man — loſe ſo fine 
a girl — but ſhe muſt have been 
© willing as himſelf, —* 


* 


* 


6 Yes, yes; or ſhe was willing e- 
„ nough — curſe the Cordelier for 
6%“ deceiving her.“ 


. © I think he rather deceived me, 
© Henry, 


6% All, Governor — we are all his 
* dupes.“ 


Well 
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Well — other beauties will be 
© kinder. — P] think no more of the 
* little perverſe fool - Beſides, I have 
more ſerious bufineſs on my hands 

5 — [I ſhall be good for nothing till 
© *tis over — _- 


One of the guards brought a paper; 
gave it to the Governor and withdrew 
—On perufing it Dormoud turned 
pale, yet affected to ſmile when he 
looked at me; and, 'with his uſual 
levity, ſaid, © Let us not anticipate, 
© we will have the hour out; it is. 
time to ftrike when the moment 
© comes. Henry, take your glaſs — 
I excuſed myſelf, — He contined — 
* We have fome priſoners here, whoſe 
© exiſtence is ſuppoſed by the cabi- 
© net, to give the Huguenot party 
© new vigour — they are to be taken 


> WM 


o 
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8 matter how ſoan their lives 
have long been hanging on deſpair.“ 


« Of what importance can the life 


© of any captive within theſe walls 
6% prove to the Huguenots?“ 


« 


p: 


© Inaſmuch as they are known to 
ſcorn the ruling power—The ruling 
power will act upon them: thou- 


ſands ſuffer from the ſame impulſe, 
and are ſwept off. Not that they 
deſerve death, but they ſtand in the 
way, and mult be removed, leſt they 


impede the ambitious courſe of 
others. Have you ſeen our Execu- 
tion-Hall?“ 5 ; 


© I will ſhew it you after ſupper. 


1 feldom enter it by day; for if I 
am even ſuſpected of going along 
r gallery, innumerable whiſpers 


are. 


| 


4 
? 
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© are immediately raiſed, and curio- 
* ſity is upon the watch, yet I have 
* cautioned all who are in the Caſtle 


never to pry into ſtate-deſign. What 
alt your idea of death f?—*? 


Life has no conception that can 
&© reach it: we reſt on its appearance. 
How various in its mode of ope- 
« rating em animated Nature.“ 

© The manner of dying here, is 

« generally left to the choice of the 
condemned perſon, when once, in 
© the Hall of Execution; and every 
point of obſequiouſneſs is obſerved 
© by the guards, who attend, till that 
* choice has had its effect. 


« Poliſhed cruelty ! mockery- of 
* compaſhon.” „ For my own part, 
1 «© have 
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& J have frequently reflected, yet 
e never could determine on the moſt 
bee elegible way of leaving the world.” 


© That which will moſt ſuddenly 
a diſpatch rau. 


END OF VOL. 111. 


